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OBSERVATIONS. 


SHAKSPEARE might have taken the general plan of this comedy 
from a tranſlation of the Menechmi of Plautus, by W. W. i. e. (ac- 
cording to Wood) William Warner, in 1595, whoſe verſion of the 
acroſtical argument hereafter quoted, is as follows: 
« Two twinne borne ſonnes a Sicill marchant had, 
C Menechmus one, and Soficles the other; 
«© The firſt his father loſt, a little lad; 
4 The grandfire namde the latter like his brether : 
& This (growne a man) long travell took to ſeeke 
| «& His brother, and to Epidamnum came, 
| % Where th” other dwelt inricht, and him fo like, 
[ © That citizens there take him for the ſame : 
5. | “ Father, wife, neighbours, each miſtaking either, 
4 £ Much pleaſant error, ere they meet togither.“ 
1 Perhaps the laſt of theſe lines ſuggeſted to Shakſpeare the title for his 
| iece. 
5 5 See this tranſlation of the Menæchmi, among fix old Plays on which 
| Shakſpeare founded, &c. publiſhed by S. Leacroft, Charing-croſs. 
At the beginning of an addreſs Ad Leforem, prefixed to the errata 
oß Dekker's Satiromaſtix, &c. 1602, is rhe following paſſage, which 
apparently alludes to the title of the comedy before us. 

In ſteed of the Trumpets ſounding thrice before the play begin, it 
ſhall not be amiſſe (for him that will read) firſt to beholde this ſhort 
Comedy of Errors, and where the greateſt enter, to give them inſtead 
of a hiſſe, a gentle correction.“ STEEVENS. 


I ſuſpect this and all other plays where much rhime is uſed, and eſ- 
pecially long hobbling verſes, to have been among Shakſpeare's more 
early productions. BLACKSTONE. 


Il am poſſibly ſingular in thinking that Shakſpeare was not under the 
flightett obligation, in forming this comedy, to Warner's tranſlation af 
the Menæchmi. The additions of Erotes and Sereptus, which do not 
occur 


— — — 


| 
| 
1 


OBSERVATIONS, 111 


@ccur in that tranſlation, and he could never invent, are, alone, a ſuf- 
ficient inducement to believe that he was no way indebted to it, But 
a further and more convincing proof is, that he has not a name, line 
or word, from the old play, nor any one incident but what muſt, of 
courſe, be common to every tranſlation. Sir William Blackſtone, I 
obſerve, ſuſpects - this and all other plays where much rhime is uſed, 
and eſpecially long hebbling verſes, to have been among Shakſpeare's 
more early productions. But I much doubt whether any of theſe 
& long hobbling verſes” have the honour of proceeding from his pen; 
and, in fact, the ſuperior elegance and harmony of his language is no 
leſs diſtinguiſhable in his earlieſt than his lateſt production. The truti» 
is, if any inference can be drawn from the moſt. firiking diſſimilarity of 
ſtile, a tiſſue as different as filk and wor ſted, that this comedy though 
boaſting the embelliſhments of our author's genius, in additional words, 
lines, ſpeeches, and ſcenes, was not originally his, but proceeded from 
fome inferior playwright, who was capable of reading the Menæehmi 
without the help of a tranilation, or, at leaſt, did not make uſe of 
Warner's. And this I take to have been the caſe, not only with the 
three parts of X. Henry VI. as I think a late editor (O / fic omnia 
has ſatisfactorily proved, but with The Two Gentlemen of Verona, Love 
Labour's Loft, and K. Richard IT. in all which pieces Shakſpeare's new 
work is as apparent as the brighteſt touches of Titian would be on the 
pooreſt performance of the verieſt canvaſs-ſpoiler that ever handled u 
bruſh. The originals of theſe plays (except the ſecond and third parts of 
K. Henry FT.) were never printed, and may be thought to have been 
put into his hands by the manager for the purpoſe of alteration and im- 
provement, which we find to have been an ordinary practice of the 
theatre in his time. We are therefore no longer to look upon the above 
c pleaſant and fine conceited comedie, as intitled to a ſituation among 
the A plays on which Shakſpeare founded his Meaſure for Meaſure, &c. 
of which I ſhould hope to fee a new and improved edition. RITSON. 


This comedy, I believe, was written in 1593, MALowt, 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


SOLINUS, Duke of Epheſus. 
ZEGEON, a Merchant of Syracuſe, 


ANTIPHOLUS of Epheſus, * Brothers, and Sous to 


Zgeon and Emilia, but 
ANT1PHOLUS of Syracuſe, eh e f 


DROMIO of Epheſus, FP zuin Brothers, and Attendants an 


DROMuIO of Syracuſe, the two Antipholus's. 
BALTHAZ AR, a Merchant. 


ANGELO, à Goldſmith. 
A Merchant, Friend to Antipholus of Syracuſe, 
PiNch, @ Schoolmaſter, and à Conjurer. 


Zmilia, Wife to Egeon, an Abbeſs at Epheſus. 
ADRIANA, Wife to Antipholus of Epheſus, 
LUCIANA, her Siſter. 


Luck, her Servaut. 
A CourteZan. 


Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants, 


SCENE, Epheſus, 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


- A Hall in the Duke's Palace, 
Ener Duke, ZEGE0N, Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants, 


Ageon. 
ROC EE, Solinus, to procure my fall, 
And, by the doom of death, end woes and all. 
Duke. Merchant of Syracuſa, plead no more; 
I am not partial, to infringe our laws: 
The enmity and diſcord, which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen,— 
Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 
Have ſeal'd his rigorous ſtatutes with their bloods, — 
Excludes all pity from our threat'ning looks. 
For, ſince the mortal and inteſtine jars 
Twixt thy ſeditious countrymen and us, 
It hath in ſolemn ſynods been decreed, 
Both by the Syracuſans and ourſelyes, 
To admit no traffic to our adverſe towns: 
Nay, more, | 
If any, born at Epheſus, be ſeen 
At any Syracuſan marts and fairs, 
Again, If any Syracuſan born, | 
Come to the bay of Epheſus, he dies, 
| B His 
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His goods confiſcate to the duke's diſpoſe; 
Unleſs a thouſand marks be levied, 4 
To quit the penalty, and to ranſom him. 4 
Thy ſubſtance, valued at the higheſt rate, 

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 3 
Therefore, by law thou art condemn'd to die. by 

Age. Yet this my comfort; when your words are done, ; 
My woes end likewiſe with the evening ſun. 

Duke. Well, Syracuſan, ſay, in brief, the cauſe 
| Why thou departed from thy native home 
| And for what cauſe thou cam'ſt to Epheſus. 
Age. A heavier taſk could not have been impos'd, 

Than I to ſpeak my griefs unſpeakable : 
| | Yet, that the world may witneſs, that my end 
| Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 
| I'll utter what my ſorrow gives me leave. 
3 In Syracuſa was IT born; and wed 
11 Unto a woman, happy but for me, 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad. 
With her I liv'd in joy; our wealth increas'd, 
= By proſperous voyages I often made 

= To Epidamnum, till my factor's death 
i | And he, great care of goods at random left, 
1 Drew me from kind embracements of my ſpouſe: 
MM From whom my abſence was not fix months old, 
= Before herſelf (almoſt at fainting, under 
; The pleaſing puniſhment that women bear,) 
| Had made proviſion for her following me, 
* i And ſoon, and fafe, arrived where I was. 
| There ſhe had not been long, but ſhe became 
| A joyful mother of two goodly ſons ; 
| | i And, which was ſtrange, the one ſo like the other, 

4 As could not be diſtinguiſh'd but by names. 
. = That very hour, and in the ſelfsame inn, 
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A poor mean woman was delivered 

Of ſuch a burden, male twins, both alike : 

Thoſe, for their parents were exceeding poor, 

I bought, and brought up to attend my ſons. 

My wife, not meanly proud of two ſuch boys, 

Made daily motions for our home return : 

Unwilling I agreed; alas, too ſoon. 

We came aboard : 

A league from Epidamnum had we fail'd, 

Before the always-wind-obeying deep 

Gave any tragic inſtance of our harm : 

But longer did we not retain much hope; 

For what obſcured light the heavens did grant 

Did but convey unto our fearful minds 

A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 

Which, though myſelf would gladly have embrac'd, 

Yet the inceſſant weepings of my wife, 

Weeping before for what ſhe ſaw muſt come, 

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 

That mourn'd for faſhion, ignorant what to fear, 

Forc'd me to ſeek delays for them and me. 

And this it was, —for other means was none.— 

The ſailors ſought for ſafety by our boat, 

And left the ſhip, then ſinking-ripe, to us: 

My wife, more careful for the latter-born, 

Had faſten'd him nnto a ſmall ſpare maſt, 

Such as ſea-faring men provide for ſtorms ; 

To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilſt IT had been like heedful of the other. 

The children thus diſpos'd, my wife and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix'd, 

Faſten'd ourſelves at either end the maſt ; 

And floating ſtraight, obedient to the ſtream, 

Were carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 
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At length the ſun, gazing upon the earth, 
Diſpers'd thoſe vapours that offended us; 
And, by the benefit of his wiſh'd light, 
The ſeas wax'd calm, and we diſcovered 
Two ſhips from far making amain to us, 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this: 
But ere they came, —O, let me ſay no more 
Gather the ſequel by that went before. 
Duke, Nay, forward, old man, do not break off ſo; 
For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 
Age. O, had the gods done ſo, I had not now 
Worthily term'd them mercileſs to us! 
For, ere the ſhips could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encounter'd by a mighty rock; 
Which being violently borne upon, 
Our helpful ſhip was ſplitted in the midſt, 
So that, in this unjuſt divorce of us, 
Fortune had left to both of us alike 
What to delight in, what to ſorrow for, 
Her part, poor ſoul ! ſeeming as burdened 
With leſſer weight, but not with leſſer woe, 
Was carried with more ſpeed before the wind ; 
And in our ſight they three were taken up 
By fiſhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
At length, another ſhip had ſeiz d on us; 
And, knowing whom it was their hap to ſave, 
Gave helpful welcome to their ſhipwreck'd gueſts ; 
And would have reft the fiſhers of their prey, 
Had not their bark been very flow of ſail, 
And therefore homeward did they bend their courſe, — 
Thus have you heard me ſever'd from my bliſs; 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd, 
To tell ſad ſtories of my own miſhaps, _ | 
Due. And, for the ſake of them thou ſorroweſt for, 
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Do me the favour to dilate at full 

What hath befall'n of them, and thee, till now. 
Age. My youngeſt boy, and yet my eldeſt care, 

At eighteen years became inquiſitive 

After his brother; and importun'd me, 


That his attendant, (for his caſe was like, 


Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name,) 

Might bear him company in the queſt of him: 

Whom whilſt I labour'd of a love to lee, 

I hazarded the loſs of whom I lov'd. 

Five ſummers have I ſpent in furtheſt Greece, 

Roaming clean through the bounds of Aſia, 

And, coaſting homeward, came to Epheſus ; 

Hopeleſs to find, yet loth to.leave unſought, 

Or that, or any place that harbours men. 

But here muſt end the ſtory of my life; 

And happy were I in my timely death, 

Could all my travels warrant me they live. 
Duke. Hapleſs ZEgeon, whom the fates have mark'd 

To bear the extremity of dire miſhap ! 

Now, truſt me, were it not againſt our laws, 

Againſt my crown, my oath, my dignity, 

Which princes, would they, may not diſannul, 

My ſoul ſhould ſue as advocate for thee. 

But, though thou art adjudged to the death, 

And paſſed ſentence may not be recall'd, 

But to our honour's great diſparagement, 

Yet will I favour thee in what I can: 

Therefore, merchant, I'll limit thee this day, 

To ſeek thy help by beneficial help : 

Try all the friends thou haſt in Epheſus ; 

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the ſum, 

And live; if not, then thou art doom'd to die ;— 

Gaoler, take him to thy cuſtody. an 
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Gaol. I will, my lord. 
Age. Hopeleſs, and helpleſs, doth Mgeon wend, 
But to procraſtinate his lifeleſs end. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
A public Place. 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS and DROMIO of Syracuſe, and 4 
| Merchant. | 


Mer. Therefore, give out, you are of Epidamnum, 
Leſt that your goods too ſoon be confiſcate. 
This very day, a Syracuſan merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here ; 
And, not being able to buy out his life, 
According to the ſtatute of the town, 
Dies ere the weary ſun ſet in the weſt. 
There is your money that I had to keep. 

Ant. S. Go bear it to the Centaur, where we hoſt, 3 
And ſtay there, Dromio, till I come to thee, 
Within this hour it will be dinnertime: 

Till that, I'll view the manners of the town, 
Peruſe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 

And then return, and ſleep within mine inn; 3 
For with long travel I am ſtiff and weary. 4 
Get thee away. 

Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your word, 
And go indeed, having ſo good a mean. [Exit Dro. S. 

Ant. S. A truſty villain, fir ; that very oft, 
When I am dull with care and melancholy, 


Lightens my humour with his merry jeſts. 


What, will you walk with me about the town, 
And then go to my inn, and dine with me? 
Mer. 
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Mer. I am invited, fir, to certain merchants, 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit; 
I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o'clock, 
Pleaſe you, I'll meet with you upon the mart, 
And afterwards conſort you till bed-time ; 
My preſent buſineſs calls me from you now. 
Ant. S. Farewell till then: I will go loſe myſelf, 
And wander up and down, to view the city. 
Mer, Sir, I commend you to your own content. 
[Exit Merchant. 
Ant. S. He that commends me to mine own content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
T to the world am like a drop of water, 


That in the ocean ſeeks another drop ; 


Who, falling there to find his fellow forth, 
Unſeen, inquiſitive, confounds himſelf : 

So I, to find a mother, and a brother, 

In queſt of them, unhappy, loſe myſelf. 


Enter DROMuIO of Epheſus. 


Here comes the almanack of my true date.— 
What now ? How chance, thou art return'd ſo ſoon ? 
Dre. E. Return'd ſo ſoon ! rather approach'd too late: 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the ſpit ; 
The clock hath ſtrucken twelve upon the bell, 
My miſtreſs made it one upon my cheek ; 
She is ſo hot, becauſe the meat is cold; 
The meat is cold, becauſe you come not home; 
You come not home, becauſe you have no ſtomach 
You have no ſtomach, having broke your faſt ; 
But we, that know what 'tis to faſt and pray, 
Are penitent for your default to-day, 
B 4 Ant. F. 
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Aut. S. Stop in your wind, fir; tell me this, I pray; 
Where have you left the money that I gave you? 

Dro. E. O. —ſix- pence, that I had o*'Wedneſday laſt, 
To pay the ſaddler for my miſtreſs* crupper ;— 

The ſaddler had it, fir, I kept it not. 
Ant. $. I am not in a ſportive humour now : 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money? 
We being ſtrangers here, how dar'ſt thou truſt 
So great a charge from thine own cuſtody ? 
Dro. E. I pray you, jeſt, fir, as you fit at dinner: 
I from my miſtreſs come to you in poſt ; 
If I return, I ſhall be poſt indeed; 
For ſhe will ſcore your fault upon my pate. 
Methinks, your maw, like mine, ſhould be your clock, 
And ſtrike you home without a meſſenger, 
Ant, S. Come, Dromio, come, theſe jeſts are out of 
ſeaſon ; | 
Reſerve them till a merrier hour than this ; 
Where 1s the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

Dro. E. To me, fir? why you gave no gold to me. 

Ant. S. Come on, fir knave, have done your fooliſhneſs, 
And tell me, how thou haſt diſpos'd thy charge. 

Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch you from the mart 
Home to your houſe, the Phoenix, fir, to dinner; 
My miſtreſs, and her ſiſter, ſtay for you. | 

Ant. $. Now, as I am a chriſtian, anſwer me, 

In what ſafe place you have beſtow'd my money 
Or I ſhall break that merry ſconce of yours, 
That ſtands on tricks when I am undiſpos'd : 
Where is the thouſand marks thou hadſt of me? 

Dro. E. I have ſome marks of yours upon my pate, 
Some of my miſtreſs*, marks upon my ſhoulders, _ 
But not a thouſand marks between you both, 
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If I ſhould pay your worſhip thoſe again, 
Perchance, you will not bear them patiently. 
Aut. S. Thy miſtreſs' marks! what miſtreſs, ſlave, haſt 
thou ? | 
Dro. E. Your worſhip's wife, my miſtreſs at the Phoenix; 
She that doth faſt, till you come home to dinner, 
And prays, that you will hie you home to dinner. 
Ant, S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my face, 
Being forbid ? There, take you that, ſir knave. 
Dro. E. What mean you, fir? for God's ſake, hold your 
| hands; 
Nay, an you will not, fir, I'll take my heels. 
| [Exit DROMIO E. 
Ant. S. Upon my life, by ſome device or other, 
The villain is o'er-raught of all my money. 
They ſay, this town is full of cozenage; 
As, nimble jugglers, that deceive the eye, 
Dark-working ſorcerers, that change the mind, 
Soul-killing witches, that deform the body; 
Diſguiſed cheaters, prating mountebanks, 
And many ſuch like liberties of ſin: 
If it prove ſo, I will be gone the ſooner. 
I'll to the Centaur, to go ſeek this ſlave; 
I greatly fear, my money 1s not ſafe, ' ExY, 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
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A public Place. 


Enter ADRIANA and LUCIANA. 


Adr. Neither my huſband, nor the ſlave return'd, 
That in ſuch haſte I ſent to ſeek his maſter ! 
Sure, Luciana, it is two o'clock. 

Luc. Perhaps, ſome merchant hath invited him, 
And from the mart he's ſomewhere gone to dinner. 
Good ſiſter, let us dine, and never fret: YH 
A man 1s maſter of his liberty : 9 
Time is their maſter; and, when they ſee time, 
They'll go, or come: If ſo, be patient, ſiſter. 

Ard. Why ſhould their liberty than ours be more ? 
Luc. Becauſe their buſineſs ſtill lies out o' door. 4 
Adr. Look, when I ſerve him ſo, he takes it ill. | 
Luc. O, know, he is the bridle of your will. 

Adr. There's none, but aſſes, will be bridled ſo. 
Luc. Why, headſtrong liberty is laſh'd with woe. 
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There's nothing, ſituate under heaven's eye, $ 
But hath his bound, in earth, in ſea, in ſky ; | 9 5 
The beaſts, the fiſhes, and the winged fowls, 4 
Are their males' ſubject, and at their controls: I 
Men, more divine, the maſters of all theſe, | 3 


Lords of the wide world, and wild watry ſeas, 
Indued with intellectual ſenſe and ſouls, 


1 Of more pre- eminence than fiſh and fowls, 


Are maſters to their females, and their lords: 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 


Adr. 
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Adr. This ſervitude makes you to keep unwed. 

Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage bed. 

Adr. But, were you wedded, you would bear ſome ſway. 

Luc, Ere I learn love, I'll practiſe to obey. 

Adr. How if your huſband ſtart ſome other where? 

Luc. Till he come home again, I would forbear. 

Adr. Patience, unmov'd, no marvel though ſhe pauſe; 
They can be meek, that have no other cauſe. 


A wretched ſoul, bruis'd with adverſity, 


We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry; 

But were we burden'd with like weight of pain, 
As much, or more, we ſhould ourſelves complain : 
So thou, that haſt no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helpleſs patience would'ſt relieve me: 


But, if thou live to ſee like right bereft, 


This fool-begg'd patience in thee will be left. 
Luc. Well, I will marry one day, but to try ;— 


Here comes your man, now 1s your huſband nigh. 


Enter DRO MIO of Epheſus. 


Adr. Say, is your tardy maſter now at hand? 

Dro. E. Nay, he is at two hands with me, and that my 
two ears can witneſs. 

Adr. Say, didſt thou ſpeak with him? know'ſt thou his 

mind ? | | 

Dro. E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear: 
Beſhrew his hand, I ſcarce could underſtand it, 

Luc. Spake he ſo doubtfully, thou couldſt not feel his 
meaning? | 

Dro. E. Nay, he ſtruck fo plainly, I could too well feel 
his blows; and withal fo doubtfully, that I could ſcarce 
underitand them, 3 EM 


Adr. 
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Adr. But ſay, I pr'ythee, is he coming home? 
It ſeems he hath great care to pleaſe his wife. 
Dro. E. Why, miſtreſs, ſure my maſter is horn- mad. 
Adr. Horn- mad, thou villain ? 
Dro. E. 1 mean not cuckold- mad; but, ſure, he· 3 ſtark 
mad : 
When I deſir'd him to come home to dinner, 
He aſk d me for a thouſand marks in gold: 
*Trs dinner- time, quoth I; My gold, quoth he: 
Your meat doth burn, quoth I; My gold, quoth he: 
Will you come home? quoth I; My gold, quoth he: 
Where is the thouſand marks I gave thee, willain ? 
The pig, quoth I, is burn'd; My gold, quoth he: 
My miſtreſs, fir, quoth I: Hang up thy miſtreſs ; 
I know not thy miſtreſs ; out on thy miſtreſs ! 
Luc. Quoth who? „ 
Dro. E. Quoth my maſter : 
J know, quoth he, 10 houſe, no wife, no miſtreſs ;— 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 
I thank him, I bare home upon my ſhoulders ; 
For, in concluſion, he did beat me there. 
Adr. Go back again, thou ſlave, and fetch him home. 
Dro, E. Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 
For God's ſake, ſend ſome other meſſenger. 
Adr. Back, ſlave, or I will break thy pate acroſs, 
Dro. E. And he will bleſs that croſs with other beating: 
Between you I ſhall have a holy head. 
Adr. Hence, prating peaſant ; fetch thy maſter home. 
Dro. E. Am I fo round with you, as you with me, 
That like a football you do ſpurn me thus ? 
You ſpurn me hence, and he will ſpurn me hither : 


If I laſt in this ſervice, you mult caſe me in leather. 


[Exit, 
Luc, 


boy 
Ft 
2 

9 
* 


, = „ 3 
A. An Big AA 4 
ERS !EE A es ERS . _— 


— OY 


. 
—— — He Aa be” 3 be 2 1 Ip 
F WY TS En EO IEA 


K . — 
— 12 , 4 "on 8 
= Y 1 "gd __ \ "of 
pr TREO OI ro — In i, 
* * Fo * 2 + 
4 * Fo 2 bY 4 z 


FP 
* 

5 
45 
17 » 
* 
1 
+. 
3 
* 
4 
« 1 
1 
2 

as 
2 
EN 


KY 


$1 4574 
II 
1 
3 
e 
Cp if 
17 
rl 
5 
5 
48 
, 1 
% 
7 
133 
8 


* 
e 
„ 
A 


, 
22 
PRs TEEN 


hs: G4 . = » * 's ; 
Ky wet owing Fai og eb one Stn, 2 
3 OS. > 3 . ewe, * 
0 A * RFA Arm 22 
. 


b > LE 
ROE I, Eg 
* * * 1 * 


Act 11. COMEDY OF EKRORS, 1: 


Luc, Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face 
Adr. His company muſt do his minions grace, 
Whilſt I at home ſtarve for a merry look. 
Hath homely age the alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek ? then he hath waſted it : 
Are my diſcourſes dull ? barren my wit ? 
If voluble and ſharp diſcourſe be marr'd, 
Unkindneſs blunts it, more than marble hard. 

Do their gay veſtments his affections bait ? 

That's not my fault, he's maſter of my ſtate : 

What ruins are in me, that can be found 

By him not ruin'd ? then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures: My decayed fair 

A ſunny look of his would ſoon repair : 

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale, 

And feeds from home ; poor I am but his ſtale. 
Luc, Self-harming jealouſy !—fie, beat it hence, 
Adr. Unſeeling fools can with ſuch wrongs diſpenſe. 

I know his eye doth homage otherwhere ; 

Or elſe, what lets it but he would be here? 

Siſter, you know, he promis'd me a chain ;— 

Would that alone alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed ! 

I ſee, the jewel, beſt enamelled, 

Will loſe his beauty ; and though gold 'bides ſilt, 

That others touch, yet often touching will 

Wear gold: and ſo no man, that hath a name, 

But falſhood and corruption doth it ſhame. 

Since that my beauty cannot pleaſe his eye, 

T'll weep what's left away, and weeping die. 
Luc, How many fond fools ſerve mad jealouſy ! 


SCENE 


[Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 
The ſame. 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuſe, 


Ant. S. The gold, I gave to Dromio, is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur; and the heedful ſlave 
Is wander'd forth, in care to ſeek me out. 
By computation, and mine hoſt's report, 
I could not ſpeak with Dromio, ſince at firſt 
I ſent him from the mart ; See, here he comes. 


Enter DRO MIO of Syracuſe, 


How now, fir? is your merry humour alter'd ? 
As you love ſtrokes, ſo jeſt with me again. 
You know no Centaur? you receiv'd no gold? 
Your miſtreſs ſent to have me home to dinner ? 
My houſe was at the Phoenix ? Waſt thou mad, 
That thus ſo madly thou didſt anſwer me? 
Dro. S. What anſwer, fir ? when ſpake I ſuch a word? 
Ant. $. Even now, even here, not half an hour ſince. 
Dro. S. I did not ſee you fince you ſent me hence, 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 
Ant. S. Villain, thou didſt deny the gold's receipt; 
And told'ſt me of a miſtreſs, and a dinner; 
For which, I hope, thou felt*ſt I was diſpleas'd. 
Dro. S. J am glad to ſee you in this merry vein : 
What means this jeſt ? I pray you, maſter, tell me. 
Ant. S. Yea, doſt thou jeer, and flout me in the teeth? 


Think'ſt thou, I jeſt ? Hold, take thou that, and that. 


[ beating him. 
Dro. &. 
®. 


N 


* 
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Dro. S. Hold, fir, for God's ſake : now your jeſt is ear- 
neſt ; 
Upon what bargain do you give it me ? 

Ant. S. Becauſe that I familiarly ſometimes 
Do uſe you for my fool, and chat with you, 

Your ſaucineſs will jeſt upon my love, 

And make a common of my ſerious hours. 

When the ſun ſhines, let fooliſh gnats make ſport, 
But creep in crannies, when he hides his beams. 
If you will jeſt with me, know my aſpect, 

And faſhion your demeanour to my looks, 

Or I will beat this method in your ſconce. 

Dro. S. Sconce, call you it? ſo you would leave bat- 
tering, I had rather have it a head: an you ule thele 
blows long, I muſt get a ſconce for my head, and in- 
ſconce it too; or elſe I ſhall ſeek my wit in my thoulders. 
But, I pray, fir, why am I beaten ? 

Ant. S. Doſt thou not know? 

Dre. S. Nothing, ſir; but that I am beaten. 

Ant. $. Shall I tell you why ? 

Dro. S. Ay, fir, and Wherefore; for, they ſay, every 
why hath a wherefore. | 

Aut. S. Why, firſt, —for flouting me; and then, where- 

fore, 
For urging it the ſecond time to me. 

Dro. S. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of 

ſeaſon? | 
When, in the why, and the wherefore, is neither rhyme 
| nor reaſon ?— | 
Well, fir, I thank you. 
Ant. S. Thank me, fir ? for what? 
Dro. S. Marry, fir, for this ſomething that you gave 


me for nothing. 


Ant. S. 
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Ant. S. I'll make you amends next, to give you nothing 
for ſomething. But ſay, fir, is it dinner-time ? | 

Dro. S. No, fir; I think, the meat wants that I have. 

Ant, S. In good time, fir, what's that? 

Dro. S. Baſting. 
Ant. S. Well, fir, then *twill be dry. 

Dre. S. If it be, fir, I pray you eat none of it. 

Ant. S. Your reaſon ? 

Dro. S. Leſt it make you cholerick, and purchaſe me 
another dry baſting. 

Ant. S. Well, fir, learn to jeſt in od 4 time: 
There's a time for all things. | 

Dro. S. I durſt have denied that, before you were fo 
cholerick. 

Ant. S. By what rule, fir? 

Dro. S. Marry, fir, by a rule as Plain as the plain bald 
pate of father Time himſelf. 

Ant. S. Let's hear it. 

Dro. S. There's no time for a man to recover his hair, 
that grows bald by nature. 

Ant. S. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

Dro. S. Ves, to pay a ſine for a peruke, and recover the 
loſt hair of another man. 

Aut. S. Why is Time ſuch a niggard of ale; being, as 
it is, ſo plentiful an excrement ? 

Dro. S. Becauſe it is a bleſſing that he baſiows on beaſts; 


and what he hath ſcanted men in hair, he > hath given them 


in wit. 
Ant. S. Why, but there's many a man hath more hair 
than wit. 
Dro. S. Not a man of thoſe, but he hath the wit to loſe 
his hair. 
Ant. S. Why, thou didſt conclude hairy men plain dea- 
lers without wit. 
Dye, &. 
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Dro. S. The plainer dealer, the ſooner loſt: Vet he 
loſeth it in a kind of jollity. 2 

Ant. S. For what reaſon? 

Dro. . For two; and ſound ones too. 

Ant. S. Nay, not ſound, I pray you. 

Dro. S. Sure ones then. 

Ant. S. Nay, not ſure, in a thing falſing. 

Dro. S. Certain ones then. 

Ant. S. Name them. | 

Dro. S. The one, to ſave the money that he ſpends in 


tiring ; the other, that at dinner they ſhould not drop in 


his porridge. 

Ant. S. You would all this time have proved, there is 
no time for all things. 

Dro. S. Marry, and did, fir; namely, no time to recover 
hair loſt by nature. 

Ant. S. But your reaſon was not ſubſtantial, ak there 
is no time to recover. 

Dro. S. Thus I mend it: Time himſelf is bald, and 
therefore, to the world's end, will have bald followers. 

Ant, S. I knew, twould be a bald concluſion : 
But ſoft! who wafts us yonder ? 


Enter ADRIANA and LUCIANA, 


Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look ſtrange, and frown ; 
Some other miſtreſs hath thy ſweet aſpẽcts, 
I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou unurg'd would'ſt vow 
That never words were muſick to thine ear, 
That never object pleaſing in thine eye, 
That never touch well-welcome to thy hand, 


That never meat ſweet-ſavour'd in thy taſte, 


Unleſs I ſpake, look'd, touch'd, or carv'd to thee, 25 
. How 
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How comes it now, my huſband, oh, how comes it, 


That thou art then eſtranged from thyſelf ? 
Thyſelf I call it, being ſtrange to me, 

That, undividable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear ſelf's better part. 
Ah, do not tear away thyſelf from me ; 

For know, my love, as eaſy may'ſt thou fall 

A drop of water in the breaking gulph, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again,. 
Without addition, or diminiſhing, 

As take from me thyſelf, and not me too. 
How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 
Should'ſt thou but hear I were licentious ? 

And that this body, conſecrate to thee, 

By ruffian luſt ſhould be contaminate ? 
Would'ſt thou not ſpit at me, and ſpurn at me, 
And hurl the name of huſband in my face, 
And tear the ſtain' d ſkin off my harlot brow, 
And from my falſe hand cut the wedding ring, 
And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 

I know thou canſt; and therefore, ſee, thou do it. 
I am poſſeſs'd with an adulterate blot ; 

My blood is mingled with the crime of Juſt ; 
For, if we two be one, and thou play falſe, 

J do digeſt the poiſon of thy fleſh, 

Being ſtrumpeted by thy contagion. 


Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 


T live dis-ftain'd, thou undiſhonoured, 


Ant. S. Plead yon to me, fair dame? I know you not: 


In Epheſus I am but two hours old, 

As ſtrange unto your town, as to your talk ; 
Who, every word by all my wit being ſcann'd, 
Want wit in all one word to underſtand. 


Luc. Fie, brother! how the world is chang'd with you : 
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When were you wont to uſe my ſiſter thus? 
She ſent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 
Ant. S. By Dromio ? 
Dro. S. By me? 
Adr. By thee ; and this thou didſt return from him, 
That he did buffet thee, and, in his blows, 
Deny'd my houle for his, me for his wife. 
Ant. S. Did you converſe, fir, with this gentlewoman ? 
What 1s the courſe and drift of your compact ? 
Dro. S. I, fir? I never ſaw her till this time. 
Ant. S. Villain, thou lieſt ; for even her very words 
Didſt thou deliver to me on the mart, 
Dro. S. I never ſpake with her in all my life. 
Ant. $. How can ſhe thus then call us by our names, 
Unleſs it be by inſpiration ? 
Adr. How 1ll agrees it with your gravity, 
To counterfeit thus groſsly with your ſlave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ? 
Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt, 
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come, I will faſten on this ſleeve of thine ; 
Thou art an elm, my huſband, I a vine; 
Whoſe weakneſs, married to thy ſtronger ſtate, 
Makes me with thy ſtrength to communicate : 
If aught poſſeſs thee from me, it is droſs, 
Uſurping ivy, briar, or idle moſs ; 
Who, all for want of pruning, with intruſion 
Infect thy ſap, and live on thy confuſion. 
Ant. S. To me ſhe ſpeaks; ſhe moves me for her theme: : 
What, was I married to her in my dream ? 
Or ſleep I now, and think I hear all this ? 
What error drives our eyes and ears amiſs ? 
Until I know this ſure uncertainty, 
* entertain the offer'd fallacy. 
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Luc. Dromio, go bid the ſervants ſpread for dinner. 
Dro. S. O, for my beads! I croſs me for a ſinner, 


This is the fairy land ;—0O, ſpite of ſpites !— 


We talk with goblins, owls, and elviſh ſprites ; ;. 
If we obey them not, this will enſue, 
They'll ſuck our breath, or pinch us black and blue. 
Luc. Why prat'ſ thou to thyſelf, and anſwer'ſt not? 
Dromio, thou drone, thou ſnail, thou ſlug, thou ſot ! 
Dro. S. J am transformed, maſter, am not I? 
Ant. S. I think, thou art, in mind, and ſo am]. 
Dro. S. Nay, maſter, both in mind, and in my ſhape. 
Ant. S. Thou haſt thine own form. 
Dro. S. No, I am an ape. 
Luc. If thou art chang'd to aught, tis to an aſs. 
Dro. S. *Tis true; ſhe rides me, and I long for graſs. 
Tis ſo, I am an aſs; elſe it could never be, 
But I ſhould know her as well as ſhe knows me. 
Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 
To put the finger in the eye and weep, 
Whilſt man, and maſter, laugh my woes to ſcorn.— 
Come, ſir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gate : 
Huſband, I'll dine above with you to-day, 
And ſhrive you of a thouſand idle pranks : 
Sirrah, if any aſk you for your maſter, 


| Fay, he dines forth, and let no creature enter, — 


Come, ſiſter ;—Dromio, play the porter well. 
Ant. S. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell? 

Sleeping or waking ? mad, or well-advis'd? 

Known unto theſe, and to myſelf diſguis'd ! 


I'll fay as they ſay, and perſever ſo, 


And in this miſt at all adventures go. 
Dro. S. Maſter, ſhall I be porter at the gate? 
Adr. Ay; and let none enter, leſt I break your pate. 
Luc, Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too late, [ Exeurt. 
| ACT 


Act III. COMEDY Or ERRORS, — 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


— 


The ſame. 


Enter AXTIPHOLUS of Epheſus, DRO MIO of Epheſus, 
ANGELO, and BALTHAZAR. | 


Ant. E. Good ſignior Angelo, you muſt excuſe us all; 

My wife is ſhrewiſh, when I keep not hours: 

Say, that I linger'd with you at your ſhop, 

To ſee the making of her carkanet, 

And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 

But here's a villain, that would face me down 

He met me on the mart ; and that I beat him, 

And charg'd him with a thouſand marks in gold; 

And that I did deny my wife and houſe :— 

Thou drunkard, thou, what didſt thou mean by this? 
Dro. E. Say what you will, fir, but I know what I know : 

That you beat me at the mart, I have-your hand to ſhow : 

If the ſkin were parchment, and the blows you gave were 

ink, | 

Your own hand writing would tell you what I think. 
Ant. E. I think, thou art an aſs. 
Dro. E. Marry, ſo it doth appear 

By the wrongs I ſuffer, and the blows I bear. 

I ſhould kick, being kick'd ; and, being at that paſs, 

You would keep from my heels, and beware of an aſs. 
Ant. E. You are fad, ſignior Balthazar ; Pray god, our 

cheer 
May anſwer my good will, and your good welcome here. 
| 7 Bal. 
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Bal. J hold your dainties cheap, fir, and your welcome 
dear, 
Ant, E. O, ſignior Balthazar, either at fleſh or fiſh, 
A table full of welcome makes ſcarce one dainty diſh, 
Bal. Good meat, fir, is common ; that every churl af- 


fords. 

Ant. E. And welcome more common ; for that s nothing 
but words. 

Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a merry 
feaſt. 


Ant. E. Ay, to a niggardly hoſt, and more ſparing gueſt : 
But though my cates be mean, take them in good part; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart, 
But, ſoft ; my door is lock'd ; Go bid them let us in. 

Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, Jen' ! 

Dro, S. [within.] Mome, malt-horſe, Capon, coxcomb, 

idiot, patch! 
Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch : 
Doſt thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'ſt for ſuch 
ſtore, 
When one is one too many! ? Go, get thee from the door. 
Dro. E. What patch is made our porter? My maſter 
ſtays in the ſtreet. 

Dyo. S. Let him walk from whence he came, leſt he 

catch cold on's feet. 

Ant. F. Who talks within there? ho, open the * 

Dro. S. Right, fir, I'll tell you when, an you'll tell me 

wherefore. 

Ant. E. Wherefore ? for my dinner; I Sow not din'd 

to- day. | 

Dro. S. Nor to-day here you muſt not; come again, 

when you may, 

Ant. E. What art thou, that keep'ſt me out from the 

houſe I owe? 
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Dro. S. The porter for this time, fir, and my name is 
Dromio. 
Dro. E. O villain, thou haſt ſtolen both mine office and 
my name; | 
The one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle blame. 
If thou had'ſt been Dromio to-day in my place, 
Thou would'ſ have chang'd thy face for a name, or thy 
name for an aſs, 
Luce. [within,] What a coil is there! Dromio, who are 
thoſe at the gate? | 
Dro. E. Let my maſter in, Luce. 


Luce. Faith no; he comes too late; 
And ſo tell your maſter. 
Dro. E. O Lord, I muſt laugh :— 


Have at you with a proverb.—Shall I ſet in my ſtaff ? 
Luce, Have at you with another: that's, - When? can 
you tell ? 
Dro, S. If thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou haſt 
anſwer' d him well. | 
Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion ? you'll let us in, I 


hope ? 

Luce, I thought to have aſk'd you, 

Dro. S. And you ſaid, no. 

Dro. E. So, come, help; well ftruck ; there was blow 
for blow. | | 

Ant. E. Thou baggage, let me in, 

Luce. Can you tell for whoſe ſake ? 

Dro. E. Maſter, knock the door hard. 

Luce, Let him knock till it ake. 

Ant. E. Yow'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the door 

down. | 

Luce, What needs all that, and a pair of ſtocks in the 

town ? 105 | 


C 4 Ady, 
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Aan. [⁊uithiu.] Who is that at the door, that keeps all 
this noiſe? 

Dro. S. By my troth, your town 1s troubled with un- 
ruly boys. 

Aut. E. Are you there, wife? you might have come 
before. 

Adr. Your wife, fir knave! go, get you from the door, 

Dro. E. If you went in pain, maſter, this knave would 
go ſore. 

Ang. Here 1s neither cheer, fr; nor welcome; we would 
fain have either. 

Bal. In debating which was beſt, we ſhall part with nei- 

e 

Dro. E. They ſtand at the door, maſter; bid them wel- 
come hither. 

Ant, E. There is ſomething in the wind, that we cannot 


get 1n. 
Dro. E. You would ſay fo, —_ if your garments 
were thin. 
Your cake here is warm within; you ſtand here in the 
cold: 
It would make a man mad as a buck, to be ſo bought and 
ſold. | 
Ant. E. Go, fetch me ſomething, I'll break ope the 
gate. 


Dro. S. Break any breaking here, and I'll break your 
knave's pate. 

Dro. E. A man may break a word with you, ſir; and 
words are but wind; 

Ay, and break it in your "IR ſo he break it not behind. 

Dro. S. It ſeems, thou wanteſt breaking; Out upon thee, 
hind ! 

Dro. E. Here's too much, out upon thee | I pray thee, 
let me in, 

Dro. S. 


44 
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Dro. S. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and fiſh have 
no fin. | 

Ant. E. Well, I'll break in; Go borrow me a crow. 
Dro. E. A crow without a feather z maſter, mean you ſo? 

For a fiſh without a fin, there's a fowl without a feather : 

If a crow help us in, ſirrah, we'll pluck a crow together. 
Ant. E. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow. 
Bal. Have patience, fir ; O, let it not be ſo; 

Herein you war againſt your reputation, 

And draw within the compaſs of ſuſpect 

The unviolated honour of your wife. 

Once this, —Your long experience of her wiſdom, 

Her ſober virtue, years, and modeſty, 

Plead on her part ſome cauſe to you unknown ; 

And doubt not, fir, but ſhe will well excuſe 

Why at this time the doors are made againſt you. 

Be rul'd by me; depart in patience, 

And let us to the Tiger all to dinner : 

And, about evening, come yourſelf alone, 

To know the reaſon of this ſtrange reſtraint. 

If by ſtrong hand you offer to break in, 

Now in the ſtirring paſſage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made on it; 

And that ſuppoſed by the common rout 

Againſt your yet ungalled eſtimation, 

That may with foul intruſion enter in, 

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead: 

For ſlander lives upon ſucceſſion ; 

For ever hous'd, where it once gets poſſeſſion, 
Ant. E. You have prevail'd ; I will depart in quiet, 

And, in deſpight of mirth, mean to be merry. 

I know a wench of excellent diſcourſe, - 

Pretty and witty ; wild, and, yet too, gentle ;— 

There will we dine: this woman that I mean, 


1 My 


(| 
| 
| 

(| 
| 
| 
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My wife (but, I proteſt, without deſert,) 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal ; 

To her will we to dinner.—Get you home, 

And fetch the chain; by this, I know, tis made: 

Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine; 

For there's the houle ; that chain will I beſtow 

(Be it for nothing but to ſpite my wife,) 

Upon mine hoſteſs there: good fir, make haſte : 

Since mine own doors refuſe to entertain me, 

III knock elſewhere, to ſee if they'll diſdain me. 
Ang. I'll meet you at that place, ſome hour hence. 
Ant. E. Do fo; this jeſt ſhall coſt me ſome expence. 


LExeunt. 


SCENE II. 
The ſame. 


Enter Luclax A and ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuſe. 


Luc. And may it be that you have quite forgot 


A huſband's office? ſhall, Antipholus, hate, 
Even in the ſpring of love, thy love-ſprings rot? 
Shall love, in building, grow ſo ruinate ? 
If you did wed my ſiſter for her wealth, 
Then, for her wealth's ſake, uſe her with more kindneſs : 
Or, if you like elſewhere, do it by ftealth 
Muffle your falſe love with ſome ſhow of blindneſs : 
Let not my ſiſter read it in your eye; 
Be not thy tongue thy own ſhame's orator; 
Look ſweet, ſpeak fair, become diſloyalty; 
Apparel vice like virtue's harbinger: 
Bear a fair preſence, though your heart be tainted; 
Teach ſin the carriage of a holy ſaint; 


Be 


nner i% 


Ad 111. COMEDY OP ERRORS, 27 


Be ſecret-falſe : What need ſhe be acquainted ? 
What ſimple thief brags of his own attaint ? 
Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed, 
And let her read it in thy looks at board: 
Shame hath a baſtard fame, well managed 
III deeds are doubled with an evil word. 
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe, 
Being compact of credit, that you love us; 
Though others have the arm, ſhow us the ſleeve; 
We in your motion turn, and you may move us. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again; 
Comfort my ſiſter, cheer her, call her wife: 
*T'is holy ſport, to be a little vain, 
When the ſweet breath of flattery conquers ſtrife. 
Ant, S. Sweet miſtreſs, (what your name is elſe, I know not, 
Nor by what wonder you do hit on mine, ) 
Leſs, in your knowledge, and your grace, you ſhow not, 
Than our earth's wonder ; more than earth divine, 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and ſpeak ; 
Lay open to my earthy groſs conceit, 
Smother'd in errors, feeble, ſhallow, weak, 
The folded meaning of your words? deceit. 
Againſt my ſoul's pure truth why labour you, 
To make it wander in an unknown field? 
Are you a god? would you create me new ? 
Transform me then, and to your power I'll yield. 
But if that I am I, then well I know, 
Your weeping ſiſter is no wife of mine, 


Nor to her bed no homage do I owe; 


Far more, far more, to you do I decline. 
O, train me not, ſweet mermaid, with thy note, 
To drown me in thy ſiſter's flood of tears; 

Sing, ſiren, for thyſelf, and I will dote : 
Spread o'er the filver waves thy golden hairs, | 
| And 


ſo faſt? 


— — 
_—_ 
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And as a bed I'll take thee, and there lie; 
And, in that glorious ſuppoſition, think 
He gains by death, that hath ſuch means to die :— 
Let love, being light, be drowned if ſhe ſink ! 
Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reaſon ſo? 
Ant. S. Not mad, but mated ; how, I do not know. 
Luc, It is a fault that ſpringeth from your eye. 
Ant. S. For gazing on your beams, fair ſun, being by. 
Luc, Gaze where you ſhould, and that will clear your 
fight. 


Ant. S. As good to wink, ſweet love, as look on night. 


Luc. Why call you me love? call my ſiſter ſo. 
Ant. S. Thy ſiſter's ſiſter, 
Luc, That's my ſiſter. 
Ant, S. No; 
It is thyſelf, mine own ſelf's better part; 
Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart; 
My food, my fortune, and my ſweet hope's aim, 
My ſole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim. 
Luc. All this my ſiſter is, or elſe ſnould be. 
Ant. Call thyſelf ſiſter, ſweet, for I aim thee: 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life; 
Thou haſt no huſband yet, nor I no wife: 
Give me thy hand. 
Luc, 0, ſoft, fir, hold you till ; 
I'll fetch my ſiſter, to get her good will. [Exit Luc. 


Enter, from the houſe of ANTIPHOLUs of Epheſus, DROui 
of Syracuſe, $5 


Ant. S. Why, how now, Dromio? where run'ſt thou 


Dro. S. Do you know me, ür! am I Dromio? am I 
your man ? am I myſelf? 


Ant, &. 
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Aut. S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou are 

thyſelf. 

Dro. S. J am an aſs, I am a woman's man, and beſides 
myſelf. 

Ant, S. What woman's man? and how beſides thyſelf? 

Dro, S. Marry, fir, beſides myſelf, I am due to a wo- 
man; one that claims me, one that haunts me, one that 
will have me. | 

Ant. S. What claim lays ſhe to thee ? 

Dro. S. Marry, fir, ſuch claim as you would lay to your 
horſe; and ſhe would have me as a beaſt: not that, I 
being a beaſt, ſhe would have me; but that ſhe, being a very 
beaſtly creature, lays claim to me. 

Ant. $. What is ſhe? 

Dro. S. A very reverent body; ay, ſuch a one as a man 
may not ſpeak of, without he ſay, ſir-reverence: I have 
but lean luck in the match, and yet is ſhe a wondrous fat 
marriage. 

Ant, $. How doſt thou mean, a fat IP 

Dro. S. Marry, fir, ſhe's the kitchen-wench, and all 
greaſez and I know not what uſe to put her to, but to 
make a lamp of her, and run from her by her own light. 


I warrant, her rags, and the tallow in them, will burn a 


Poland winter : if ſhe lives till doomſday, ſhe'll burn a 
week longer than the whole world. 

Ant. S. What complexion is ſhe of? 

Dro. S. Swart, like my ſhoe, but her face nothing like 
ſo clean kept ; For why ? ſhe ſweats, a man may go over 
hoes in the grime of it. 

Ant. S. That's a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. S. No, fir, 'tis in 1 880 : Noah's flood could not 
do it. 

Ant. S. What's her name? 

Dro. S. Nell, ſir; but her name and three quarters, 

that 
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that is, an ell and three quarters, will not . her 
from hip to hip. 


Ant, S. Then ſhe bears ſome breadth ? 


Dro. S. No longer from head to foot, than from hip to 


hip: ſhe is ſpherical, like a 3 I could find out coun- 
tries in her. 


Aut. S. In what part of her body ſtands Ireland? 


Dro. S. Marry, fir, in her buttocks; I found it out by 


the bogs. 

Ant. S. Where Scotland ? 

Dro. S. I found it by the barrenneſs; hard, in the palm 
of the hand, 

Ant. S. Where France? 

Dro. S. In her forehead; arm'd and reverted, making 
war againſt her hair. 

Ant. S. Where England } *' 

Dro. S. I look'd for the chalky cliffs, but I could find 
no whiteneſs in them: but I guels, it ſtood in her chin, 
by the ſalt rheum that ran between France and it. 

Ant. S. Where Spain? 

-. Dro. S. Faith, I ſaw it not; but I felt it, hot in her 
breath. 

Ant, S. Where America, the Indies ? 


Dro. S. O, fir, upon her noſe, all o'er embelliſh'd with 


rubies, carbuncles, ſapphires, declining their rich aſpect 
to the hot breath of Spain; who ſent Went armada's of 
carracks to be ballaſt at her noſe. 

Ant. S. Where ſtood Belgia, the Netherlands? 

Dro. S. 0, fir, I did not look fo low. To conclude, 


this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me; call'd me Dro- 


mio; ſwore, I was aſſur'd to her; told me what privy 
marks I had about me, as the mark on my ſhoulder, the 
mole in my neck, the great wart on my left arm, that I, 


amazed, ran from her as a witch: and, I think, if my 
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breaſt had not been made of faith, and my heart of ſteel, 
ſhe had transform'd me to a curtail-dog, and made me 
turn 1'the wheel. 
Ant. $, Go, hie thee preſently, poſt to the road; 
And if the wind blow; any way. from ſhore, i 
I will not harbour in this town to-night, APY 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart, : $6.4 #54. 27 
Where I will walk, till thou returm td me.. 3 
If every on know us, and we know none, . 1 5 . 6 N 
Tis time, Think, to trudge, pack, and be gone. 
Dro, S. As from a bear a man would xun for le 


So fly 1 from her that would be my wife... (Axis 


Ant. F. There s none but witches do Ihabit here z 
And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence. 


She, that doth call me huſband, even my ſoul 


Doth for a wif&abhor : but her fair ſiſter, of 
Poſſeſs d with ſuch a gentle ſovereign grace, 
Of ſuch enchanting preſence and 5 
Hath almoſt made me traitor to myſelf: 

But, leſt myſelf be guilty to ſelf-wrongy © 2 x 

I 1 wh mine 8 againſt the mermaid'$/ng. 


Enter Axcr10. | 


2: z Lo, here is the chain 5 
I thought fo haveta'en you at the Porcupine : 
The chain unfiniſh'd made me ſtay thus long! 
Ant. S. What is your will, that I ſhall do with this ? 
Ang. What pleaſe yourſelf, fir; J have made it for you. 
Ant. S. Made it for me, fir! I beſpoke it not. 
Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you have : 
Oo home with it, and pleaſe your wife withal ; 


And 
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And ſoon at ſupper-time I'll viſit you, 
And then receive my money for the chain. 
Ant. S. I pray you, fir, receive the money now, 
For fear you ne'er ſee chain, nor money, more. 
Ang. You are a merry man, fir; fare you well. [Extt. 
Ant. S. What I ſhould think of this, I cannot tell: 
But this I think, there's no man is ſo vain, 
That would refuſe ſo fair an offer'd chain. 
I ſee, a man here needs not live by ſhifts, 
When in the ſtreets he meets ſuch golden gifts. 
I'll to the mart, and there for Dromio ſtay ; 
If any ſhip put out, then ſtraight away. (Ext. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


— 


Y - | The ſame, 
Enter a Merchant, ANGELO, and an Officer. 


Mer. You know, ſince pentecoſt the ſum is due, 
And ſince I have not much importun'd you; 
Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Perſia, and want gilders for my voyage: 
Therefore make preſent ſatisfaction, 
Or I'll attach you by this officer. | 
Ang. Even juſt the ſum, that I do owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Antipholus: | 
And, in the inſtant that I met with you, 
He had of me a chain; at five o'clock, 
I ſhall receive the money for the ſame : 
Pleaſeth you walk with me down to his houſe, 
I will diſcharge my bond, and thank you too. 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Epheſus, and DRO MIO of Epheſus, 


OF. That labour may you fave; ſee where he comes. 
Ant. E, While I go to the gold{mith's houſe, go thou 
And buy a rope's end; that will I beſtow 
Among my wife and her confederates, 
For locking me out of my doors by day.— 
But ſoft, I ſee the goldſmith: get thee gone; 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. | | 
Dro. E. I buy a thouſand pound a year! I buy a rope 
[Exit DRomio. 
- Ant, E. 
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Ant. E. A man is well holp up, that truſts to you: 
T promiſed your preſence, and the chain; 
But neither chain, nor goldſmith, came to me: 
Belike, you thought our love would laſt too long, 
If it were chain'd together; and therefore came not. 
Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note, 
How much your chain weighs to the utmoſt carrat ; 
The fineneſs of the gold, and chargeful faſhion ; 
Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I Rand debted to this gentleman : 
I pray you, ſee him preſently diſcharg'd, 
For he 1s bound to ſea, and ftays but tor it, 


rc En er ES CIIER 


|| Ant, E. I am not furniſh'd with the preſent money; 9 
[ Beſides, I have ſome buſineſs in the town : 1 

| | Good ſignior, take the ſtranger to my houſe, 1 

| 1 | And with you take the chain, and bid my wife $ 
me Diſburſe the ſum on the receipt thereof ; 4 

| | Perchance, I will be there as ſoon as you. 4 

| | Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her yourſelf? A 
ll Ant. E. No; bear't with you, leſt I come not time "4 

i enough. 3 
Ang. Well, fir, I will: Have you the chain about you ? 62 


Ant. E. An if I have not, fir, I hope you have; 
Or elſe you may return without your money. 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, fir, give me the chain; 
Both wind and tide ftays for this gentleman, 1 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. A 

Ant. E. Good lord, you uſe this dalliance, to excuſe RX 
Your breach of promiſe to the Porcupine: 

I ſhould have chid you for not bringing it, 
But, like a ſhrew, you firſt begin to brawl, 

Mer. The hour ſteals on; I pray you, fir, deſpatch, 

Ang. You hear, how he importunes me; the chain 

Ant. E. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your money. 

| ; | Ang. 
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Ang. Come, come, you know, I gave it you even now; 
Either ſend the chain, or ſend me by ſome token. 
Ant. E. Fie! now you run this humour out of breath: 
Come, where's the chain? J pray you, let ine ſee it. 
Mer. My buſineſs cannot brook this dalliance : 
Good fir, ſay, whe'r you'll anſwer me, or no; 
If not, I'll leave him to the officer. 
Ant. E. Tanſwer you! What ſhould I anſwer you? 
Ang. The money, that you owe me for the chain, 
Ant. E. I owe you none, till I receive the chain. 
Ang. You know, I gave it you half an hour ſince. 
Ant. E. You gave me none; you wrong me much to ſay 
ſo. | 
Ang. You wrong me more, fir, in denying it : 
Conſider, how it ſtands upon my credit. 
Mer, Well officer, arreſt him at my ſuit. 
OF. I do; and charge you, in the duke's name, to obey 
me. 
Ang. This touches me in reputation :— 


Either conſent to pay this ſum for me, 


Or I attach you by this officer. 
Ant. E. Conſent to pay thee that I never had! 
Arreſt me, fooliſh fellow, if thou dar'ſt. 
Ang. Here is thy fee; arreſt him, officer ;— 
I would not ſpare my brother in this caſe, 
If he ſhould ſcorn me ſo apparently. 
OF. I do arreſt you, fir; you hear the ſuit. 
Ant. E. I do obey thee, till I give thee bail. 
But, firrah, you ſhall buy this ſport as dear | 
As all the metal in your ſhop will anſwer. 
Ang. Sir, fir, I ſhall have law in Epheſus, 
To your notorious ſhame, I doubt it not. 


D 2 Enter 
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Enter DRO MIO of Syracuſe. 


Dro. S. Maſter, there is a bark oſ Epidamnum, 
That ſtays but till her owner comes aboard, 
And then, fir, bears away : our fraughtage, fir, 
J have convey'd aboard; and I have bought 
The oil, the balſamum, and aqua-vitz. 
The ſhip is in her trim; the merry wind 
Blows fair from land: they ſtay for nought at all, 
But for their owner, maſter, and yourſelf. 
Ant. E. How now! a madman ! Why thou peeviſh ſheep, 
What ſhip of Epidamnum ftays for me ? 
Dro. S. A ſhip you ſent me to, to hire waftage. 
Ant. E. Thou drunken ſlave, I ſent thee for a rope; 
And told thee to what purpoſe, and what end. 
Dro. S. You ſent me, fir, for a rope's-end as ſoon : 
You ſent me to the bay, fir, for a bark. 
Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more leiſure, 
And teach your ears to liſten with more heed. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee ſtraight ; 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the deſk 
That's cover'd v'er with Turkiſh tapeſtry, 
There 1s a purſe of ducats; let her ſend it; 
Tell her, I am arreſted in the ſtreet, 
And that ſhall bail me: hie thee, ſlave; be gone. 
On, officer, to priſon till it come. | 
[Exeunt Merchant, ANGELO, Officer, and ANT. E 
Dro. S. To Adriana! that is where we din'd, 
Where Dowſabel did claim me for her huſband : 
She is too big, I hope, for me to compaſs. 
Thither I muſt, although againſt my will, 
For ſervants muſt their maſters* minds fulfil, [ Exit, 
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SCENE II. 
The ſame. 


Enter ADRIANA and LUCIANA. 


Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee ſo? 
Might'ſt thou perceive auſterely in his eye 
That he did plead in earneſt, yea or no? 
Look'd he or red, or pale; or ſad, or merrly ? 
What obſervation mad'ſ thou in this caſe, 
Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face ? 
Luc. Firſt, he denied you had in him no right. 
Adr. He meant, he did me none; the more my ſpite. 
Luc. Then ſwore he, that he was a ſtranger here. 
Adr. And true he ſwore, though yet forſworn he were. 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. | 
Adr. And what ſaid he? 
Luc. That love I begg'd for you, he begg'd of me. 
Adr. With what perſuaſion did he tempt thy love? 
Luc, With words, that in an honeſt ſuit might move. 
Firſt, he did praiſe my beauty ; then, my ſpeech. 
Adr. Did'ſt ſpeak him fair? 
Luc. | Have patience, I beſeech. 
Adr. J cannot, nor I will not, hold me ſtill; 
My tongue, though not my heart, ſhall have bis will, 
He is deformed, crooked, old, and ſere, 
IIl-fac'd, worſe-bodied, ſhapeleſs every where; 
Vicious, ungentle, fooliſh, blunt, unkind; 


' Stigmatical in making, worſe in mind. 


Luc. Who would be jealous then of ſuch a one ? 
No evil loſt is wail'd when it is gone, 
Adr. Ah! but I think him better than I ſay, 
And yet would herein others“ eyes were worle ; 
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Far from her neſt the lapwing cries away 3 | 
My heart prays for him, though my tongue do curſe. 


Enter DRO MIO of Syracuſe. 


Dro. S. Here, go; the deſk, the purſe z ſweet now, 
make haſte. 


Luc. How haſt thou loſt thy breath ? | 
Dro. F. | By running faſt, 
Adr. Where is thy maſter, Dromio ? is he well? 
Dro. S. No, he's in Tartar limbo, worſe than hell: 
A devil in an everlaſting garment hath him, 
One, whoſe hard heart is button'd up with ſteel ; 
A fiend, a fairy, pitileſs and rough; 
A wolf, nay, worſe, a fellow all in buff; | 
A back-friend, a ſhoulder-clapper, one that countermands 
The paſſages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands; 
A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot well; 
One that, before the judgement, carries poor ſouls to hell, 
Adr. Why, man, what 1s the matter ? 
Dro. S. I do not know the matter; he is *reſted on the 
caſe, 
Adr. What, is he arreſted? tell me, at whoſe ſuit. 
Dro, S. I know not at whoſe ſuit he is arreſted, well; 
But he's in a ſuit of buff, which reſted him, that can 1 
tell: 
Will you ſend him, miſtreſs, redemption, the money in the 
| deſk ? | | 
Adr. Go fetch it, ſiſter.— This I wonder at, 
| | [ Exit LUCIANA, 
That he, unknown to me, ſhould be in debt: — 
Tell me, was he arreſted on a band? 
| Dre. S. Not on a band, but on a ſtronger thing; 
A chain, a chain; do you not hear it ring? 
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Adr. What, the chain! 
Dro. S. No, no, the bell: *tis time, that T were gone. 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock ſtrikes one. 
Adr. The hours come back! that did I never hear. 
Dro. S. O yes, If any hour meet a ſergeant, a turns back 
for very fear. | 
Adr. As if time were in debt! how fondly doſt thou 
reaſon ? 
Dro. S. Time is a very bankrupt, and owes more than 
he's worth, to ſeaſon. 
Nay, he's a thief too: Have you not heard men ſay, 
'That time comes ſtealing on by night and day ? 
If he be in debt, and theft, and a ſergeant in the way, 
Hath he not reaſon to turn back an hour in a day ? 


Enter LUCIANA, 


Adr. Go, Dromio; there's the money, bear it ſtraight 
And bring thy maſter home immediately, — 
Come, ſiſter; I am preſs'd down with conceit ; 


Conceit, my comfort, and my injury, [Exeunt. 
SCENE III. 
The ſame, 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuſe, 


Ant. S. There's not a man I meet, but doth ſalute me 
As if I were their well-acquainted friend ; 
And every one doth call me by my name. 
Some tender money to me, ſome invite me; 
Some other give me thanks for kindneſles ; 
Some offer me commodities to buy: 
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Even now a tailor call'd me in his ſhop, 

And ſhow'd me ſilks that he had bought for me, 
And, therewithal, took meaſure of my body. 
Sure, theſe are but imaginary wiles, 

And Lapland ſorcerers inhabit here. 


Enter DROMIO of Syracuſe. 


Dro. S. Maſter, here's the gold you ſent me for : What, 
have you got the picture of old Adam new apparell'd ? 

Aut. S. What gold is this? What Adam doſt thou 

mean ? | 

Dro. S. Not that Adam, that kept the paradiſe, but that 
Adam, that keeps the priſon : he that goes in the calf's- 
ſkin that was kill'd for the prodigal ; he that came behind 
you, fir, like an evil angel, and bid you forſake your li- 
berty. | | 

Ant. S. J underſtand thee not. 

Dro. S. No? why, 'tis a plain cafe : he that went like 
a baſe-viol, in a caſe of leather: the man, fir, that, when 
gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and reſts them; 
he, ſir, that takes pity on decayed men, and gives 'em 
ſuits of durance; he that ſets up his reſt to do more ex- 
ploits with his mace, than a morris-pike. | 

Ant. S. What! thou mean'ſt an officer? 

Dro. S. Ay, fir, the ſerjeant of the band; he, that brings 
any man to anſwer it, that breaks his band; one that 
thinks a man always going to bed, and fays, God give you 
good reſt ! 

Ant. S. Well, fir, there reſt in your foolery. Is there 
any ſhip puts forth to-night ? may we be gone? 

Dro. S. Why, fir, I brought you word an hour fince, 
that the bark Expedition put forth to-night; and then 
were you hindered by the ſergeant, to tarry for the hoy, 


Delay ; 
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Delay : Here are the angels that you ſent for, to deliver 
you. 
Ant. S. The fellow is diſtract, and ſo am I; 
And here we wander in illuſions; 
Some bleſſed power deliver us from hence! 


Enter a Courtezan. 


Cour. Well met, well met, maſter Antipholus. 
J ſee, fir, you have found the goldſmith now: 
Is that the chain, you promis'd me to-day ? 
Ant. S. Satan, avoid! I charge thee tempt me not! 
Dro. S. Maſter, is this miſtreſs Satan? 
Ant. S. It is the devil. 
| Dre. S. Nay, ſhe is worſe, ſhe is the devil's dam; and 
here ſhe comes in the habit of a light wench ; and thereof 
comes, that the wenches ſay, God damn me, that's as much 
as to ſay, Cod make me a light wench. It is written, they 
appear to men like angels of light: light is an effect of fire, 
and fire will burn; ergo, light wenches will burn; Come 
not near her. 
Cour. Your man and you are ous merry, fir, 
Will you go with me? We'll mend our dinner here. 
Dro. S. Maſter, if you do, 8 ſpoon- meat, and beſpeak 
a long ſpoon. 
Ant. S. Why, Dromio ? 
Dro. S. Marry, he muſt have a long ſpoon, that muſt 
eat with the devil. 
Ant. S. Avoid then, fiend ! 1 tell'ſt thou me of ſup- 
| ping? ; 
Thou art, as you are all, a ſorcereſs : 
I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone. | 
Cour, Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 
&. - Or , 


42 COMEDY OF ERRORS. AF iv. 


Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis'd ; 

And T'll be gone, fir, and not trouble you. 
Dro. S. Some devils alk but the paring of one's nail 

A ruſh, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, | 

A nut, a cherry-ſtone ; but ſhe, more covetous, 

Would have a chain, 

Maſter, be wiſe; an' if you give it her, 

The devil will ſhake her chain, and fright us with it. 
Cour. I pray you, fir, my ring, or elſe the chain; 

I hope, you do not mean to cheat me ſo. 
Ant. S. Avaunt, thou witch! Come, Dromio, let us go. 
Dre. S. Fly pride, ſays the peacock : Miſtreſs, that you 

know, [ Exeunt ANT. and DxO. 

Cour. Now, out of doubt, Antipholus is mad, 

Elſe would he never ſo demean himſelf : 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 

And for the ſame he promis'd me a chain; 

Both one, and other, he denies me now. 

The reaſon that I gather he is mad, 

(Beſides this preſent inſtance of his rage,) 

Is a mad tale, he told to-day at dinner, 

Of his own doors being ſhut againit his entrance, 

Belike, his wife, acquainted with his fits, 

On purpoſe ſhut the doors againſt his way, 

My way is now, to hie home to his houſe, 

And tell his wife, that, being lunatick, 

He ruſh'd into my houſe, and took perforce 

My ring away: This courſe I fitteſt chooſe ; 

For forty ducats is too much to loſe, ts 
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SCENE IV, 
The ſame. 


Enter AXTIPHOLUS of Epheſus, and an Officer, 


Ant, E. Fear me not, man, I will not break away ; 
T'll give thee, ere I leave thee, ſo much money 
To warrant thee, as I am reſted for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to-day 
And will not lightly truſt the meſſenger, 
That I ſhould be attach'd in Epheſus : 
I tell you, *twill ſound harſhly in her ears. 


Enter DROM1O of Epheſus with a rope s end. 


Here comes my man ; I think, he brings the money. 
How now, fir? have you that I ſent you for? 
Dro. E. Here's that, IT warrant you, will pay them all, 
Ant. E. But where's the money ? 
Dro. E. Why, fir, I gave the money for the rope. 
Ant, E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 
Dro. E. T'll ſerve you, fir, five hundred at the rate, 
Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 


Dro. E. To a rope's end, fir; and to that end am I re- 
turn'd. 


Ant. E. And to that end, fir, I will welcome you. 
[beating him, 


* 


Off. Good fir, be patient. 


Dro. E. Nay, tis for me to be patient; I am in adverſity, 
Of. Good now, hold thy tongue. 


Dro. E. Nay, rather perſuade him to hold his hands. 
Ant. E. Thou whoreſon, ſenſeleſs villain | 


Dro. E. 
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Dro. F. I would I were ſenſeleſs, fir, that I might not 
feel your blows. 

Ant. E. Thou art ſenſible in nothing but blows, and fo 
is an als. 

Dro. E. I am an aſs, indeed; you may prove it by my 
long ears. I have ſerv'd him from the hour of my nativity 
to this inſtant, and have nothing at his hands for my ſer- 
vice, but blows : when I am cold, he heats me with beat- 
ing: when I am warm, he cools me with beating: I 
am waked with it, when I fleep; raiſed with it, when I 
fit ; driven out of doors with it, when I go from home; 
welcomed home with it, when I return : nay, I bear it on 
my ſhoulders, as a beggar wont her brat; and, I think, 
when he hath lamed me, I ſhall beg with it from door to 
door. 


Enter ADRIANA, LUCIANA, and the Courtezan, with 
PiNCH, and Others. 


Ant. E. Come, go along; my wife is coming yonder. 
Dro. E. Miſtreſs, reſpice finem, reſpect your end; or ra- 
ther the prophecy, like the parrot, Beware the rope's end. 
Ant. E. Wilt thou ſtill talk? [beats him. 
Cour. How ſay you now? is not your huſband mad ? 
Adr. His incivility confirms no leſs.— | 
Good doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer ; 
Eſtabliſh him in his true ſenſe again, 
And I will pleaſe you what you will demand. 
Luc. Alas, how firy and how ſharp he looks ! 
Cour. Mark, how he trembles in his ecſtaſy ! 
Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your pulſe. 
Ant. E. There 1s my hand, and let it feel your ear. 
Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, hous'd within this man, 
To yield poſſeſſion to my holy prayers, 
And 
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And to thy ſtate of darkneſs hie thee ſtraight; 
I conjure thee by all the ſaints in heaven. 
Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, peace; I am not mad. 
Adr. O, that thou wert not, poor diſtreſſed ſoul ! 
Ant. E. You minion, you, are theſe your cuſtomers ? 
Did this companion with the ſaffron face 
Revel and feaſt it at my houſe to day, 
Whilſt upon me the guilty doors were ſhut, 
And I denied to enter in my houſe ? 
Adr. O, huſband, God doth know, you din' a at home, 
Where *would you had remain'd until this time, 
Free from theſe ſlanders, and this open ſhame! 
Ant. E. Idin'd at home! Thou villain, what ſay'ſt thou? 
Dro. E. Sir, ſooth to ſay, you did not dine at home. 
Ant. E. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I ſhut out? 
Dro. E. Perdy, your doors were lock'd, and you ſhut 
out. 
Ant. E. And did not ſhe herſelf revile me there? 
Dro. E. Sans fable, ſhe herſelf revil'd you there. 
Ant, E. Did not her kitchen-maid ral, taunt, and ſcorn 
me ? 
Dro, E. Certes, ſhe did; the kitchen-veſtal ſcorn'd you. 
Ant, E. And did not I in rage depart from thence ? 
Dro, E. In verity, you did - my bones bear witneſs, 
That ſince have felt the vigour of his rage. 
Adr. Ts't good to ſooth him in theſe contraries ? 
Pinch. It is no ſhame; the fellow finds his vein, 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 
Ant. E. Thou haſt ſuborn'd the goldſmith to arreſt me. 
Adr. Alas, I ſent you money to redeem you, 
By Dromio here, who came in haſte for it. 
Dro. E. Money by me? heart and good-will you might, 
But, ſurely, maſter, not a rag of money. 
Ant, E. Went'ſt not thou to her for a purſe of ducats ? 
Adr. 
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Adr. He came to me, and I deliver'd it. 
Luc. And I am witneſs with her, that ſhe did. 
Dro, E. God and the rope-maker, bear me witneſs, 
That I was ſent for nothing but a rope ! 
Pinch, Miftreſs, both man and maſter is poſſeſs'd ; 
J know it by their pale and deadly looks: 
They mutt be bound, and laid in ſome dark room. 
Ant. E. Say, wherefore didſt thou lock me forth to-day, 
And why doſt thou deny the bag of gold? 
Adr. I did not, gentle huſband, lock thee forth. 
Dro. E. And, gentle maſter, I receiv'd no gold; 
But I confeſs, fir, that we were lock'd out. | 
Adr. Diſſembling villain, thou ſpeak'ſt falſe in both. 
Ant. E. Diſſembling harlot, thou art falſe in all 
And art confederate with a damned pack, 
To make a loathſome abje& ſcorn of me: 
But with theſe nails I'll pluck out theſe falſe eyes, 
That would behold in me this ſhameful ſport. 
[PINCH and his afiftants bind ANT, and DROM10. 
Adr. O, bind him, bind him, let him not come near 
me. 
Pinch. More company ;—the fiend is ſtrong within him. 
Luc. Ah me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks! 
Ant, E. What, will you murder me? Thou gaoler, thou, 
Lam thy priſoner ; wilt thou ſuffer them 
To make a reſcue ? 
OF. | Maſters, let him go: 
He is my priſoner, and you ſhall not have him. 
* Pinch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantick too. 
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peeviſh officer? 
Haſt thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and diſpleaſure to himſelf ? 
OF. He is my priſoner : if I let him go, 


The debt he owes, will be requir'd of me. 
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Aar. 1 will diſcharge thee, ere I go from thee : 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor, 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 


Good maſter doctor, ſee him ſafe convey'd/ 


Home to my houſe.— 0 moſt unhappy day! 
Ant. E. O moſt unhappy ſtrumpet ! 
Dro. E. Maſter, I am here enter'd in bond for you. 
Ant. E. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore doſt thou mad 

me ? 

Dro. E. Will you be bound for nothing? be mad, 

Good maſter; cry, the devil.— 
Luc, God help, poor ſouls, how idly do they talk! 
Adr. Go bear him hence. —Siſter, go you with me.— 

[Exeunt PINCH and aſſiſtants with ANT. and DRo. 

Say now, whoſe ſuit is he arreſted at? | 
Of. One Angelo, a goldſmith; Do you know him ? 
Adr. I know the man: What is the ſum he owes ? 
Of. Two handred ducats. | 
Adr. Say, how grows it due? 
OF. Due for a chain, your huſband had of him, 
Adr. He did beſpeak a chain for me, but had it not. 
Cour, When as your huſband, all in rage, to-day 

Came to my houſe, and took away my ring, 

(The ring I ſaw upon his finger now,) 

Straight after, did I meet him with a chain. 
Adr. It may be fo, but I did never ſee it: 

Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldſmith is, 

I long to know the truth hereof at large, 


Eater ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuſe, wth his rapier draw, 
and DROM1O of Syracuſe, 


Luc. God, for thy mercy ! they are looſe again. 
Aar . 
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To have them bound again. 
A | Away, they'll kill us, 
| [ Exeunt Officer, ADR. and Luc. 
Ant. S. I ſee, theſe witches are afraid of ſwords. 
Dro, S. She, that would be your wife, now ran from 
Fou. | | | 
Ant. S. Come to the Centaur; fetch our ſtuff from 
thence: 
I long, that we were ſafe and ſound aboard. 

Dro, S. Faith, ſtay here this night, they will ſurely do 
us no harm; you ſaw, they ſpeak us fair, give us gold: 
methinks, they are ſuch a gentle nation, that but for the 
mountain of mad fleſh that claims marriage of me, I could 
find in my heart to ſtay here ſtill, and turn witch. 

Ant. S. I will not ſtay to-night for all the town; 


Therefore away, to get our ſtuff aboard. [Exeunt, 
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Aar. And come with naked ſwords; let's call more help, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


— w 1 — 


— 


The ſame. 


Enter Merchant and ANGE1.0. 


Aug. I am ſorry, fir, that I have hinder'd you ; 
But, I proteſt, he had the chain of me, 
Though moſt diſhoneſtly he doth deny it. 
Mer. How is the man eſteen'd here in the city? 
Ang. Of very reverent reputation, fir, 
Of credit infinite, highly belov'd, 
Second to none that lives here in the city; 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 
Mer. Speak ſoftly : yonder, as I think, he walks, 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS and DROMIO & Syracuſe. 


Ang. Tis ſo; and that ſelf chain about his neck, 
Which he forſwore, moſt monſtrouſly, to have. 
Good far, draw near to me, I'll ſpeak to him.— 
Sigmor Antipholus, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this ſhame and trouble; 
And not without ſome ſcandal to yourſelf, 

With circumſtance, and oaths, ſo to deny 

This chain, which now you wear fo openly : 
Beſides the charge, the ſhame, impriſonment, 
You have done wrong to this my honeſt friend; 
Who, but for ſtaying on our controverſy, 


Had hoiſted fail, and put to ſea to-day : 


This chain you had of rye, can you deny it? 
Ant. S. I think, I had; I never did deny it. 
| E 


Mer. 
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Mer. Ves, that you did, ſir; and forſwore it too. 

Ant. S. Who heard me to deny it, or forſwear it ? 

Mer. Theſe ears of mine, thou knoweſt, did hear thee : 
Fie on thee, wretch! tis pity, that thou liv'ſt 
To walk where any honeſt men reſort. 

Ant. S. Thou art a villain, to impeach me thus: 
I'll prove mine honour and mine honeſty 
Againſt thee preſently, if thou dar'ſt ſtand. 

Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

[ They draw, 


Enter ADRIANA, LUCIANA, Courtezan, and Others. 


Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God's ſake; he is mad; 
Some get within him, take his ſword away : | 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my houſe. 


Dro. S. Run, maſter, run; for God's ſake, take a houſe. 


This is ſome priory ;—In, or we are ſpoil'd. 
[Exeunt ANTIPH. and DROMIO to the Priory. 


Enter the Abbeſs. 


Abb, Be quiet, people; Wherefore throng you hither ? 

Adr. To fetch my poor diſtracted huſband hence: 
Let us come in, that we may bind him faſt, 
And bear him home for his recovery. _ 

Ang. I knew, he was not in his perfect wits. 

Mer, I am forry now, that I did draw on him. 

Abb. How long hath this poſſeſſion held the man ? 

Adr. This week he bath been heavy, ſour, fad, 
And much, much different from the man he was ; 
But, till this afternoon, his paſſion 
Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abb, Hath he not loſt much wealth by wreck at ſea ? 


Bury'd ſome dear friend? Hath not elſe his eye 
| Stray d 
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Ad v. COMEDY OF ERRORS, 51 


Stray'd his affection in unlawful love? 

A ſin, prevailing much in youthful men, 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 

Which of theſe ſorrows is he ſubject to? 
Adr. To none of theſe, except it be the laſt ; 

Namely, ſome love, that drew him oft from home. 
Abb. You ſhould for that have reprehended him, 
Adr. Why, ſo I did. | 
Abb. Ay, but not rough enough. 
Adr. As roughly, as my modeſty would let me. 
Abb. Haply, in private. 
Adr. And in aſſemblies too, 
Abb. Ay, but not enough. 
Adr. It was the copy of our conference : 

In bed, he ſlept not for my urging it; 

At board, he fed not for my urging it ; 

Alone, it was the ſubje& of my theme; 

In company, I often glanced it; 

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 
Abb. And thereof came it, that the man was mad : 

The venom clamours of a jealous woman 

Poiſon more deadly than a mad dog's tooth. 

It ſeems, his ſleeps were hinder'd by thy railing : 

And thereof comes it, that his head is light. 

Thou ſay'ſt, his meat was ſauc'd with thy upbraidings : 

Unquiet meals make ill digeſtions, 

Thereof the raging fire of feyer bred ; 

And what's a fever but a fit of madneſs ? 

Thou ſay'ſt, his ſports were hinder'd by thy brawls : 

Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth enſue, 

But moody and dull melancholy, 

(Kinſman to grim and comfortleſs defpatr;) 

And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop 

Of pale diſtemperatures, and foes to life? 
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In food, in ſport, and life-preſerving reſt 
To be diſturb'd, would mad or man, or beaſt : 
The conſequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have ſcared thy huſband from the uſe of wits. } 
Luc, She never reprehended him but mildly, _ 
When he demean'd himſelf rough, rude and wildly.— 
Why bear you theſe rebukes, and anſwer not? 
Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof,— 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 
Abb, No, not a creature enters in my houſe. 
Adr. Then, let your ſervants bring my huſband forth. 
Ab). Neither; he took this place for ſanctuary, 
And it ſhall privilege him from your hands, 
Till I have brought him to his wits again, 
Or loſe my labour in aſſaying it. | 
Adr. I will attend my huſband, be his nurſe, 
Diet his ſickneſs, for it is my office, 
And will have no attorney but myſelf ; 
And therefore let me have him home with me, 
Abb. Be patient; for 1 will not let him ſtir, 
Till I have uſed the approved means I have, 
With wholeſome ſyrups, drugs, and holy prayers, 
To make of him a formal man again: 
It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 
A. charitable duty of my order; 
Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 
Adr. J will not hence, and leave my huſband here; 
And ill it doth beſeem your holineſs, 
To ſeparate the huſband and the wife. 
Abb. Be quiet, and depart, thou ſhalt not have him. 
5 | [ Exit Abbeſs. 
Luc. Complain unto the duke of this indignity. 
Adr. Come, go; I will fall proſtrate at his feet, 
And never riſe until my tears and prayers 
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Have won his grace to come in perſon hither, 
And take perforce my huſband from the abbeſs. 
Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five: 


Anon, I am ſure, the duke himſelf in perſon 


Comes this way to the melancholy vale; 
The place of death and ſorry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 
Ang. Upon what cauſe ? 
Mer. To ſee a reverend Syracuſan merchant, 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Againſt the laws and ſtatutes of this town, 
Beheaded publickly for his offence. 
Ang. See, where they come; we will behold his death. 
Luc, Kneel to the duke before he paſs the abbey. 


Enter Duke attended; ZE6t0N bare-headed; with the . 
Headſman and other Officers, 


Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publickly, 
If any friend will pay the ſum for him, 
He ſhall not die, ſo much we tender him. 
Adr. Juſtice, moſt ſacred duke, againſt the abbeſs! 
Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady; 
It cannot be, that ſhe hath done thee wrong. 
Adr. May it pleaſe your grace, Antipholus, my huſ. 
band,— | 
Whom I made lord of me and all I had, 
At your important letters, this ill day 
A moſt outrageous fit of madneſs took him; 
That deſperately he hurried through the ſtreet, 


(With him his bondman, all as mad as be,) 


Doing diſpleaſure to the citizens 
By ruſhing in their houſes, bearing thence 
88 jewels, any thing his rage did like. 
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Once did I get him bound, and ſent him home, 


And I to thee engag'd a prince's word, 


Jo do him all the grace and good I could. — 


I will determine this, before I ftir, 


And ever as it blazed, they threw on him 


Whilſt to take order for the wrongs I went, 
That here and there his fury had committed, 
Anon, I wot nat by what itrong eſcape, 

He broke from thoſe that had the guard of him; 
And, with his mad attendant and himſelf, 1 
Each one with ireful paſſion, with drawn ſwords, Y 
Met us again, and, madly bent on us, 3 
Chaſed us away; till, raiſing of more aid, | 3 
We came again to bind them: then they fled 1 
Into this abbey, whither we purſued them; 3 
And here the abbeſs ſhuts the gates on us, 
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And will not ſuffer us to fetch him out, A 
Nor ſend him forth, that we may bear him hence. 3 
Therefore, moſt gracious duke, with thy command, 3 
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 4 


Duke, Long ſince, thy huſband ſerv'd me in my wars; . 


When thou didſt make him maſter of thy bed, 


Go, ſome of you, knock at the abbey-gate, 
And bid the lady abbeſs come to me; 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv, O miſtreſs, miſtreſs, ſhift and fave yourſelf! 
My maſter and his man are both broke looſe, 
Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the doctor, 
Whoſe beard thy have ſinged off with brands of fire; 


Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair: 
My maſter preaches patience to him, while 

His man with ſciſſars nicks him like a fool: 

1 


And, 
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AQ v. COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


And, ſure, unleſs you ſend ſome preſent help, 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 
Adr. Peace, fool, thy maſter and his man are here ; 
And that is falſe, thou doſt report to us. 
Serv. Miſtrefs, upon my lite, I tell you true; 
I have not breath'd almoſt, ſince I did ſee it. 
He cries for you, and vows, if he can take you, 
To ſcorch your face, and to disfigure you: [Cry within. 
Hark, hark, I hear him, miſtreſs; fly, be gone. 
Duke. Come, ſtand by me, fear nothing : Guard with 
halberds. 
Adr. Ah me, it is my huſband! Witneſs you, 
That he is borne about inviſible ; . 
Even now we hous' d him in the abbey here; 
And now he's there, paſt thought of human reaſon. 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS and DROMIO of Epheſus. 


Ant. E. Juſtice, moſt gracious duke, oh, grant me juſtice! 

Even for the ſervice that long ſince I did thee, 

When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took 

Deep ſcars to ſave thy life ; even for the blood 

That then I loſt for thee, now grant me juſtice. 

Ege. Unleſs the fear of death doth make me dote, 
I ſee my ſon Antipholus, and Dromio. 

Ant. E. Juſtice, ſweet prince, againſt that woman there, 
She whom thou gav'ſt to me to be my wife; 
That hath abuſed and diſhonour'd me, 

Even in the ſtrength and height of injury! 


Beyond imagination is the wrong, 


That ſhe this day bath ſhameleſs thrown on me. 
Duke. Diſcover how, and thou ſhalt find me juſt. 
Ant. E. This day, great duke, ſhe ſhut the doors upon me, 
While ſhe with harlots feaſted in my houſe. 
E 4 | Duke. 


36 COMEDY OF ERRORS, Adi v. 


Dute. A grievous fault: Say, woman, didft thou fo ? 
Adr. No, my. good lord - myſelf, he, and my liſter, 
To-day did dine together: So befal my ſoul, 
As this is falſe, he burdens me withal 1 
Luc. Ne er may I look on day, nor ſleep on night, 
But ſhe tells to your highneſs ſimple truth ! 
Ang. O perjur'd woman! They are both forſworn. 
In this the madman juſtly chargeth them. 
Ant, E. My liege, I am adviſed what I ſay; 
Neither diſturb'd with the effect of wine, 
Nor heady- raſh, provok'd with raging ire, 
Albeit, my wrongs might make one wiſer mad. 
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner: 
That goldſmith there, were he not pack'd with her, 
Could witneſs it, for he was with me then; 
Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 
Promiſing to bring it to the Porcupine, 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 
I went to ſeek him: in the ſtreet I met him; 
And in his company, that gentleman, 
There did this perjur'd goldſmith ſwear me down, 
That I this day of him receiv'd the chain, 
Which, God he knows, I ſaw not: for the which, 
He did arreſt me with an officer. 
I did obey; and ſent my peaſant home 
For certain ducats : he with none return'd. 
Then fairly I beſpoke the officer, 8 
To go in perſon with me to my houſe. 
By the way we met 
My wife, her ſiſter, and a rabble more 
Of vile confederates; along with them 
They brought one Pinch ; a hungry lean- faced villain, 
A meer anatomy, a mountebank, 
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Ad v. COMEDY OF ERRORS, 57 


A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller ; 
A. needy, hollow-ey'd, ſharp- looking wretch, 
A living dead man: this pernicious ſlave, 
Forſooth, took on him as a conjurer ; 
And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulſe, 
And with no face, as 'twere, outfacing me, 
Cries out, I was poſleſs'd : then altogether 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence ; 
And in a dark and dankith vault at home 
There left me and my man, both bound together ; 
Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds in ſunder, 
I gain'd my freedom, and immediately 
Ran hither to your grace; whom I beſeech 
To give me ample ſatisfaction 
For theſe deep ſnames and great indignities. 
Ang. My lord, in truth, thus far I witneſs with him; 
That he dined not at home, but was lock'd out. 
Duke. But had he ſuch a chain of thee, or no? 
Ang. He had, my lord : and when he ran in here, 
Theſe people ſaw the chain about his neck. 
Mer. Beſides, I will be ſworn, theſe ears of mine 
Heard you confeſs, you had the chain of him, 


After you firſt forſwore it on the mart, 


And, thereupon, I drew my ſword on you; 
And then you fled into this abbey here, 
From whence, I think, you are come by miracle. 
Ant. E. I never came within theſe abbey walls, 
Nor ever didſt thou draw thy ſword on me: 
1 never ſaw the chain, ſo help me heaven 
And this is falſe, you burden me withal. 
Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach is this! 
I think, you have all drank of Circe's cup. 
If here you hous'd him, here he would have been; 
If he were mad, he would not plead fo coldly ;— 
You 
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You ſay, he dined at home; the goldſmith here 
Denies that ſaying :—Sirrah, what ſay you ? 
Dro. E. Sir, he dined with her there, at the Porcupine, 
Cour. He did; and from my finger ſnatch'd that ring, 
Ant. E. Tis true, my liege, this ring I had of her. 
Duke. Saw'ſt thou him enter at the abbey here? 
| Cour, As ſure, my liege, as I do ſee your grace, 
| Duke. Why, this is ſtrange :—Go call the abbeſs hither: 
T think, you are all mated, or ſtark mad. 
[ Exit an Attendant, 
ge. Moſt mighty duke, vouchſafe me ſpeak a word; 
Haply, I ſee a friend will ſave my life, 
And pay the ſum that may deliver me. 
Duke. Speak freely, Syracuſan, what thou wilt. | 
Age. Is not your name, fir, call'd Antipholus ? | 1 3 
And is not that your bondman Dromio? 7 
Dro. E. Within this hour I was his bondman, fir, 2 
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But he, I thank him, gnaw'd in two my cords ; 2 

Now am I Dromio, and his man, unbound, 2 
Age. I am ſure, you both of you remember me. 
Dro. E. Ourſelves we do remember, fir, by you 

For lately we were bound, as you are now. : 

You are not Pinch's patient, are you, fir ? 
Age. Why look you ſtrange on me? you know me well. * 
Ant. E. I never ſaw you in my life, till now. : 
Age. Oh! grief hath chang'd me, ſince you ſaw me laſt "3 

And careful hours, with Time's deformed: hand 

Have written ſtrange defeatures in my face : ; 

But tell me yet, doſt thou not know my voice ? 
Ant. E. Neither. 


3 Dromio, nor thou? 
Dro. E. No, truſt me, ſir, nor I. 2 
Ege. I am ſure, thou doſt. 


Dro. F. 
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Dro. E. Ay, fir? but I am ſure, I do not; and whatſo- 
ever a man denies, you are now bound to believe him. 
Age. Not know my voice! O, time's extremity ! 

Haſt thou ſo crack'd and ſplitted my poor tongue, 
In ſeven ſhort years, that here my only ſon 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In ſap-conſuming winter's drizzled ſnow, 
And all the conduits of my blood froze up ; 
Yet hath my night of life ſome memory, 

My waſting lamps ſome fading glimmer left, 
My dull deaf ears a little uſe to hear: 

All theſe old witneſſes (I cannot err,) 

Tell me, thou art my ſon Antipholus. 

Ant. E. I never ſaw my father in my life. 

Ege. But ſeven years ſince, in Syracuſa, boy, 
Thou know'ſt, we parted: but, perhaps, my ſon, 
Thou ſham'ſt to acknowledge me in miſery. 

Ant. E. The duke, and all that know me in the city, 
Can witneſs with me that it is not ſo; 

I ne*er ſaw Syracuſa in my life. | 

Duke, I tell thee, Syracuſan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholus, 

During which time he ne'er ſaw Syracuſa: 
I ſee, thy age and dangers make thee dote, 


Enter the Abbeſs, with ANTIPHOLUS Syracuſan at 
DRromio Syracuſan. 


Abb. Moſt mighty Duke, behold a man much wrong'd. 

[All gather to ſee him, 

Adr. I ſee two huſbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 
Duke, One of theſe men 1s Genius to the other ; 

| And 
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And fo of theſe: Which is the natural man, 


And which the ſpirit? Who deciphers them? 
Dro. S. I, fir, am Dromio; command him away. 
Dro. E. I, ſir, am Dromio; pray, let me ſtay. 
Ant. S. Ægeon, art thou not? or elſe his ghoſt? 
Dro. S. O, my old maſter! who hath bound him here? 
Abb. Whoever bound him, I will looſe his bonds, 
And gain a huſband by his liberty: — 
Speak, old ZEgeon, if thou be'ſt the man 
That had'ſt a wife once call'd Emilia, 
That bore thee at a burden two fair ſons: 
O, if thou be'ſt the ſame Ægeon, ſpeak, 
And ſpeak unto the ſame Emilia! 
Age. If I dream not, thou art Emilia; 
If thou art ſhe, tell me, where is that fon 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft ? 
Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he, and I, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up; 
But, by and by, rude fiſhermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio, and my ſon from them, 
And me they left with thoſe of Epidamnum: 
What then became of them, I cannot tell; 
I, to this fortune that you ſee me in. 
Duke. Why, here begins his morning ſtory right: 
Theſe two Antipholus's, theſe two fo like, 
And theſe two Dromio's, one in ſemblance,— 
Beſides her urging of her wreck at fea,— 
Theſe are the parents to theſe children, 
Which accidentally are met together. 
Antipholus, thou cam'ft from Corinth firſt, 
Ant. S. No, fir, not I; I came from Syracuſe. 
Duke, Stay, ftand apart; T know not which is which. 
Ant. E. I came from Corinth, my moſt gracious lord. 
| Dro, E. 
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Dro. E. And I with him. 
Aut. E. Brought to this town by that moſt famous war- 
rior 
Duke Menaphon, your moſt renowned uncle. 
Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day ? 
Ant. S. I, gentle miſtreſs. 
Adr. | And are not you my huſband ? 
Ant. E. No, I ſay nay to that. 
Ant, S. And ſo do I, yet did the call me fo; 
And this fair gentlewoman, her ſiſter here, 
Did call me hrother: — What I told you then, 
I hope, I ſhall have leiſure to make good; 
If this be not a dream, I ſee, and hear. 
Ang. That is the chain, fir, which you had of me. 
Ant. S. I think it be, fir; I deny it not. 
Ant. E. And you, fir, for this chain arreſted me. 
Ang. I think I did, fir; I deny it not. 
Adr. J ſent you money, fir, to be your bail, 
By Dromio; but I think he brought it not. 
Dro. E. No, none by me, 
Ant. S. This purſe of ducats I receiv'd from you, 
And Dromio my man did bring them me : 
I fee, we (till did meet each other's man, 
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon theſe Errors are aroſe. 
Ant. E. Theſe ducats pawn I for my father here. 
Dake. It ſhall not need, thy father hath his life. 
Cour. Sir, T muſt have that diamond from you. 
Ant. E. There, take it ; and much thanks for my good 
cheer. | 
Abb. Renowned duke, vouchſaſe to take the pains 


To go with us into the abbey here, 


And hear at large diſcourſed all our fortunes ;— 
And all that are aſſembled in this place, 
| 0 That 
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That by this ſympathized one day's error 
Have ſuffer'd wrong, go, keep us company, 
And we ſhall make full ſatisfation.— 
Twenty-five years have IT but gone in travail 
Of you, my ſons; nor, till this preſent hour, 
My heavy burdens are delivered: 
The duke, my huſband, and my children both, 
And you the calendars of their nativity, 
Go to a goſſip's feaſt, and go with me; 
After ſo long grief, ſuch nativity ! 
Duke, With all my heart, I'll goſſip at this feaſt. 
[Exeunt Duke, Abbeſs, Acton, Courtezan, 
Merchant, ANGELO, and Attendants. 
Dro. S. Maſter, ſhall I fetch your 1 from ſhip- 


board ? 

Ant. E. Dromio, what ſtuff of mine haſt thou em- 
bark'd ? 

Dro. S. Your goods, that lay at hoſt, fir, 1 in the Cen- 
taur., 


Ant. S. He ſpeaks to me; I am your tier; Promio : 

Come, go with us; we'll look to that anon: 

Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him. 
Exeunt ANTIPHOLUS S. and E. ADR. and Luc. 
Dro. S. There is a fat friend at your maſter's houſe, 

That kitchen'd me for you to-day at dinner; 

She now ſhall be my ſiſter, not my wife. 

Dro. E. Methinks, you are my glaſs, and not * bro- 
ther: 

I ſee by you, I am a ſweet - faced youth. 

Will you walk in to ſee their goſſiping? 

| Dre. S. Not I, fir; you are my elder, 
Dro. E. That's a queſtion : how ſhall we try it? 
Dro. S. We will draw cuts for the ſenior ; till then, lead 
thou firſt, 


Dro, E. 
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Ad v. COMEDY OF ERRORS, 63 


Dro. E. Nay, then thus: 
We came into the world, like brother and brother; 
And now let's go hand in hand, not one before another. 
I[Exeunt. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 


HIS play, throughout, is written in the very ſpirit of its author, 
And in telling this homely and ſimple, though agreeable, country 
tale, CS 


Our fweeteft Shakſpeare, fancy's child, 
Warbles his native wood-notes wild. | 
This was neceſſary to obferve in mere juſtice to the play; as the 
meanneſs of the fable, and the extravagant conduct of it, had miſled 
ſome of great name into a wrong judgement of its merit z which, as 
far as it regards ſentiment and character, is ſcarce inferior to any in 
the whole collection. WARBURTON. 


At Stationers' Hall, May 225 1594, Edward White entered ““ A 
booke entitled 4 NM ynter Nyght's Paſtime.” STEEVENS. 


The ftory of this play is taken from The Pleaſant Hiſtory of Do- 
raſtus and Fawma, written by Robert Greene. JonxNSON. 


In this novel, the king of Silicia, whom Shakſpeare names 


Leontes, 1s called — Egiſtus. 
Polixenes K. of Bohemia — Pandoſto. 
Mamillius P. of Silicia — Garinter. 
Florizel P. of Bohemia — Doraſtus. 
Camillo — — Franion. 
Old Shepherd —— — Porrus., 
Hermione — — Bellaria. 
Perdita — Faunia, 
Mopfa Mopſa. 


The parts of Antigonus, Paulina, and Autolycus, are of the poet's 
own invention; but many circumſtances of the novel are omitted in 
the play. STEEVENSs | D 
rs 
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Dr. Warburton, by © ſome of great name,” means Dryden and 
Pope. See the Eſſay at the end of the Second Part of The Conqueſt of 
Granada : *« Witneſs the lameneſs of their plots ; | the plots of Shak- 
ſpeare and Fletcher ;]J many of which, eſpecially thoſe which they 
wrote firſt, (for even that age refined itſelf in ſome meaſure,) were 
made up of ſome ridiculous incoherent tory, which in one play many 
times took up the buſineſs of an age. I ſuppoſe I need not name Pe- 
ricles, Prince of Tyre, [and here, by-the-by, Dryden expreſsly names 
Pericles as our author's production, ] nor the hiſtorical plays of Shak - 
ſpeare; beſides many of the reſt, as The Winter's Tale, Love's La- 
bour's Loft, Meaſure for Meaſure, which were either grounded on 
impoſſibilities, or at leaſt ſo meanly written, that the comedy neither 
cauſed your mirth, nor the ſerious part your concernment.” Mr. 
Pope, in the Preface to his edition of our author's plays, pronounced 
the ſame ill-confidered judgement on the play before us. I ſhould 
conjecture (ſays he) of ſome of the others, particularly Love's Labour's 


| Loft, Tux WinTER's TALx, Comedy of Errors, and Titus Andro- 


nicus, that only ſome characters, ſingle ſcenes, or perhaps a few par- 
ticular paſſages, were of his hand.“ 

None of our author's plays has been more cenſured for the breach of 
dramatick rules than The Winter's Tale. In confirmation of what 
Mr. Steevens has remarked in another place“ that Shak ſpeare was 
not ignorant of theſe rules, but diſregarded them,” —it may be ob- 
ſerved, that the laws of the drama are clearly laid down by a writer 
once univerſally read and admired, Sir Philip Sidney, who in his De- 
fence of Poeſy, 1595, has pointed out the very improprieties into 
which our author has fallen in this play. After mentioning the de- 
fects of the tragedy of Gorboduc, he adds: © But if it be ſo in Gor. 
boducke, how much more in all the reſt, where you ſhall have Aſia of 
the one fide, and Africke of the other, and ſo manie other under king- 
domes, that the player when he comes in, muſt ever begin with telling 
where he is, or elſe the tale will not be conceived, Now of time they 
are much more liberal. For ordinarie it is, that two young princes 
fall in love, after many traverſes ſhe is got with childe, delivered of a 
faire boy : he is loſt, groweth a man, falleth in love, and is readie to 
get another childe, and all this in two houres ſpace ; which how ab- 
ſurd it is in ſence, even ſence may imagine.” 

The Winter's Tale is ſneered at by B. Jonſon, in the induction to 
Bartholomew Fair, 1614: © If there be never a ſervant-monſter in 
the fair, who can help it, nor a neft of antiques ? He is loth to make 


nature afraid in his plays, like thoſe that beget TALES, Tempeſts, 


and ſuch like drolleries.” By the ne/t of antiques, the twelve ſatyrs 
who are introduced at the ſheep-ſhearing feſtival, are alluded to. 
In his converſation with Mr. Drummond of Hawthornden, in 1619, 
he has another ſtroke at his beloved friend: © He | Jonſon] ſaid, that 

b Shakſpeare 
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iv OBSERVATIONS. 


Shak ſpeare wanted art, and ſometimes ſenſe ; for in one of his plays 
he brought in a number of men, ſaying they had ſuffered ſhipwreck in 
Bohemia, where is no ſea near by 100 miles.” Drummond's Works, 
fol. 225, edit. 1711. | | 

When this remark was made by Ben Jonſon, The Winter's Tale 
was not printed. Theſe words therefore are a ſufficient anſwer to Sir 
T. Hanmer's idle ſuppoſition that Bchemia was an error of the preſs 
for Bythina. | 

This play, I imagine, was written in the year x604. MALone. 


Sir Thomas Hanmer gave himſelf much needleſs concern that Shak 
ſpeare ſhould confider Bohemia as a maritime country. He would 
have us read Bythina : but our author implicitly copied the novel be- 


fore him. Dr. Grey, indeed, was apt to believe that Doraſtus and | 


Faunia might rather be borrowed from the play; but I have met with 
a copy of it, which was printed in 1588. Cervantes ridicules theſe 
geographical miſtakes, when he makes the princeſs Micomicona land 
at Oſſuna. Corporal Trim's king of Bohemia © delighted in navi- 
gation, and had never a ſea- port in his dominions ;” and my lord Her- 
bert tells us, that De Luines the prime miniſter of France, when he 
was embaſſador there, demanded, whether Bohemia was an inland 
— or lay ** upon the ſea ?” 


Gentlemen of Verona, relative to that city and Milan. 
ic FARMER, 


Die Winter's Tale may be ranked among the hiſtoric plays of 
Shakſpeare, though not one of his numerous criticks and commenta- 
tors have diſcovered the drift of it. It was certainly intended (in com- 
pliment to queen Elizabeth) as an indirect apology- for her mother 
Anne Boleyn. The addreſs of the poet appears no where to more ad- 
vantage. The fubje& was too delicate to be exhibited on the ſtage 
without a veil ; and it was too recent, and touched the queen too 
nearly, for the bard to have ventured ſo home an allufion on any 
other ground than compliment. The unreaſonable jealouſy of Leontes, 
and his violent conduct in conſequence, form a true portrait of Henry 
the Eighth, who generally made the law the engine of his boiſterous 


2 Not only the general plan of the ſtory is moſt applicable, 


ut ſeveral paſſages are ſo marked, that they touch the real hiſtory 
nearer than the fable. Hermione on her trial ſays: 
66 for honour, | 
© *Tis a derivative from me to mine, 
6 And only that I ſtand for.“ | 


This ſeems to be taken from the very letter of Anne Boleyn to the 
king before her execution, where the pleads for the infant princeſs his 
daughter, Mamillius, the young prince, an unneceſſary character, 

7 ; 


dies 


There is a ſimilar miſtake in 
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OBSERVATIONS, V 


„ 


dies in his infancy; but it confirms the alluſion, as queen Anne, be- 
fore Elizabeth, bore a ſtill- born ſon. But the moſt ſtriking paſſage, 
and which had nothing to do in the tragedy, but as it pictured Eliza- 
beth, is, where Paulina, deſcribing the new-born princeſs, and her 
likeneſs to her father, ſays: “ She has the. very tri & of of tus frown.” 
There is one ſentence indeed ſo applicable, both to Aeg 2 and ad her 


father, that I ſhould ſuſpect the poet inſerted it after her death. Pau- 


Ina, ſpanking of the child, tells the king : 
— Tis yours; 
And might we lay the old proverb to your POOR 
cc So like you, *tis the worſe,” 
The Winter's Tale was therefore in reality a ſecond part of Henry 
the Eighth. WALPOLE. 
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To other Ladies, 


PERSONS REPRESENTED, 


LEONTEs, King of Sicilia : 
MAMILLIUS, his ſor. 
CAMILLo, 
ANTIGONUS, 
CLEOMENES, 
Dio, 
Another Sicilian Lord. 

Rock RO, à Sicilian Gentleman. 

An Attendant on the young Prince Mamillius. 
Officers of a Court of Judicature. 

POoLIXENEsS, King of Bohemia: 

FLORIZEL, his ſon. 


Sicilian Lords. 


 ARCHIDAMUS, a Bohemian Lord. 


A Mariner. 
Gaoler. 


An old Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdita : 


Clown, his Son. 

Servant to the old Shepherd. 
AUTOLYCUSs, @ Rogue. 
Time, as Chorus. 


HERMIONE, Queen to Leontes. 
PERDITA, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione, 
PauLINa, Wife to Antigonus. 


BMILIA, a fas, Þ attending the Queen. 


Mors, | 
Doc as, mm 


Lords, Ladies, and Attendants; Satyrs for a dance; Shep- 


herds, Shepberdeſſes, Guards, &c. 


SCENE, ſometimes in Sicilia, ſometimes in Bohemia, 
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WINTER'S TALE. 


CO — —ꝓ——e— CSS 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Sicilia. An Antechamber in Leontes' Palace. 


Enter CAaMILLO and ARCHIDAMUS. 


Archidamus. 
| bs you ſhall chance, Camillo, to viſit Bohemia, on the 
like occaſion whereon my ſervices are now on foot, 
you ſhall ſee, as I have ſaid, great difference betwixt our 
Bohemia, and your Sicilia. 
Cam. I think, this coming ſummer, the king of Sicilia 
means to pay Bohemia the viſitation which he — owes 


him. 


Arch. Wherein our entertainment ſhall ſname us, we 
will be juſtified in our loves: for, indeed. 

Cam. Beſeech you, —a + 

Arch, Verily, I ſpeak it in the freedom of my know- 
ledge ; we cannot with ſuch magnificence—in ſo rare—I 
know not what to ſay. We will give you ſleepy drinks; 
that your ſenſes, unintelligent of our inſufficience, may, 
though they cannot praiſe us, as little accuſe us. 

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear, for what's given 
freely. 

Arch. Believe me, I ſpeak as my underſtanding in- 
ſtruts me, and as mine honeſty puts it to utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhow himſelf over-kind to Bohe- 
mia, They were trained together in their childhoods ; 

B and 
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and there rooted betwixt them then ſuch an affection, 
which cannot chooſe but branch now. Since their more 
mature dignities, and royal neceſſities, made ſeparation of 
their ſociety, their encounters, though not perſonal, have 
been royally attorney'd, with interchange of gifts, let- 
ters, loving embaſſies; that they have ſeem'd to be toge- 
ther, though abſent; ſhook hands, as over a vaſt; and 
embraced, as it were, from the ends of * Finds. 
The heavens continue their loves! i 
Arch. T think, there is not in the world "her malice, 
or matter, to alter it. Vou have an unſpeakable comfort 
of your young prince Mamillius ; it is a gentleman of the 
greateſt promiſe, that ever came into my note. 
Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of him: 
It is a gallant child; one that, indeed, phyſicks the ſub- 
ject, makes old hearts freſh: they, that went on crutches 
ere he was born, deſire yet their life, to fee him a man. 
Arch. Would they elſe be content to die? 
Cam. Ves; if there were no other excuſe why they 
ſhould deſire to live. 
Arch. If the king had no fon, they would deſ re to live 
on crutches till he had one. Excunt. 


— 


r 
The ſame, A Room of flate in the Palace. 


Enter LEONTES, POLIXENES, HERMIONE, Mair. 
LiUs, CaMILLO, and Attendants. © 


Pal. Nine changes of the wat'ry ſtar have been 
The ſhepherd's note, ſince we have left our throne 
Without a burden: time as long again 
Would be fill'd up, my brother, with our thanks; "res 
And 
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And yet we ſhould, for perpetuity, 

Go hence in debt : And therefore, like a cypher, 
Yet ſtanding in rich place, I multiply, 

With one we-thank-you, many thouſands more 
That go before it. 


Leon, Stay your thanks a while; 
And pay them when you part. 
Pol. Shed? Sir, that's to-morrow. 


I am queſtion'd by my fears, of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abſence : That may blow 

No ſneaping winds at home, to make us ſay, 

This is put forth too truly ! Beſides, I have ſtay'd 

To tire your royalty, 


Leon. We are tougher, brother, 
Than you can put us to't. 88 
Pol. No longer ſtay. 
Leon. One ſeven- night longer. 
Pol. Very ſooth, to-morrow. 
Leon. We'll part the time between's then : and in that 
I'll no gain-ſaying. 
Pol. | Preſs me not, *beſeech you, ſo; 


There is no tongue that moves, none, none i'the world, 
So ſoon as yours, could win me: ſo it ſhould now, 
Were there neceſlity in your requeſt, although 
*Twere needful I deny'd it. My affairs 
Do even drag me homeward : which to hinder, 
Were, in your love, a whip to me; my ſtay, 
To you a charge, and trouble: to fave both, 
Farewell, our brother. a 

Leon. | Tongue-ty'd, our queen? ſpeak you. 

Her. I had thought, fir, to have held my peace, until 
You had drawn oaths from him, not to ſtay. You, fir, 
Charge him too coldly : Tell him, you are ſure, 
All in Bobemia's well ; this ſatisfaction 

4 | B 2 The 
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The by-gone day proclaim'd ; ſay this to him, 

He's beat from his beſt ward. 
Leon, Well ſaid, Hermione. 
Her, To tell, he longs to ſee his ſon, were ſtrong: 

But let him ſay ſo then, and let him go; 

But let him ſwear ſo, and he ſhall not ſtay, 

We'll thwack him thence with diſtaffs,— 

Yet of your royal preſence [To PoLIXENESs. ] I'll adven- 

ture | | h 

The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 

You take my lord, I'll give him my commiſſion, 

To let him there a month, behind the geſt 

Prefix'd for his parting : yet, good-deed, Leontes, 

I love thee not a jar o'the clock behind 

What lady ſhe her lord. —You'll ſtay ? 


3 | No, madam. 
Her. Nay, but you will? 8 
Pol. I may not, ws 


Her. Venly ! 
You put me off with limber vows : But I, 
'Though you would ſeek to unſphere the ſtars with oaths, 
Should yet ſay, Sir, uo going, Verily, 
You ſhall not go; a lady's verily 1s 
As potent as a lord's. Will you go yet? 
Force me to keep you as a priſoner, 
Not like a gueſt; ſo you ſhall pay your fees, 
When you depart, and ſave your thanks. How ſay you? 
My priſoner ? or my gueſt ? by your dread verily, 
One of them you ſhall be. | | 
Pol. Your gueſt then, madam : 
To be your priſoner, ſhould import offending z 
Which is for me leſs eaſy to commit, 
Than you to puniſh. 
Her, Not your gaoler then, 


— 


r * 
3 r r * = 


7 

; 

x 
Sh. 
EY 


Act x. WINTER'S TALE, 5 


But your kind hoſteſs. Come, I'll queſtion you 
Of my lord's tricks, and yours, when you were boys; 
You were pretty lordings then, 

Pol. We were, fair queen, 
Two lads, that thought there was no more behind, 
But ſuch a day to-morrow as to-day, 

And to be boy eternal, 

Her. Was not my lord the verier wag o'the two? 

Pol. We were as twinn'd lambs, that did friſk I'the ſun, 
And bleat the one at the other : what we chang'd, 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing, no, nor dream'd 
That any did: Had we purſued that life, 

And our weak ſpirits ne*er been higher rear'd 
With ftronger blood, we ſhould have anſwer'd heaven 
Boldly, Not guilty; the impoſition clear'd, 
Hereditary ours. 
Her. By this we gather, 
You have tripp'd ſince. 

Pol. O my moſt ſacred lady, 
Temptations have ſince then been born to us: for 
In thoſe unfledg'd days was my wife a girl; 

Your precious ſelf had then not croſs'd the 1 
Of my young play- fellow. 
Her. Grace to boot! 
Of this make no concluſion ; leſt you ſay, 
Your queen and I are devils: Yet, go on; 
The offences we have made you do, we'll anſwer; 


If you firſt ſinn'd with us, and that with us 


You did continue fault, and that you ſlipp'd not 


With any but with us. 
Leon. | Is he won yet? 
Her. He'll ſtay, my lord. 1 
Leon. * — At my requeſt, he would not. 


. Hermione, 


— 
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Hermione, my deareſt, thou never ſpok'ſt 
To better purpoſe. 


Her. | Never? 

Leon. Never, but once. 

Her. What? have I twice ſaid well? when was't be- 
fore ? . 


I pr'ythee, tell me: Cram us with praiſe, and make us 
As fat as tame things: One good deed, dying tongueleſs, 
Slaughters a thouſand, waiting upon that. 

Our praiſes are our wages: You may ride us, 

With one ſoft kiſs, a thouſand furlongs, ere 

With ſpur we heat an acre. But to the goal j— 

My laſt good deed was, to entreat his ſtay 

What was my firſt ? it has an elder ſiſter, 

Or, I miſtake you: O, would her name were Grace! 
But once before I ſpoke to the purpoſe : When? 

Nay, let me have't; I long. 

Lean. Why, that was when 
Three crabbed months had ſour'd themſelves to death, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand, 

And clap thyſelf my love; then didſt * utter, 
J am yours for ever. 

Her. It is Grace, indeed. 

Why, lo you now, I have ſpoke to the purpoſe twice: 
The one for ever earn'd a royal huſband; 
The other, for ſome while a friend. 


Giving ber hand to POLIXE ENES. 
Leon. Too hot, too hot: [| 4/ide. 
To mingle friendſhip far, is mingling bloods, ” 
J have tremor cordis on me :—my heart dances ; 
But not for joy,—not joy.—This entertainment 
May a free face put on ; derive a liberty 
From heartineſs, from bounty, fertile boſom, 
And well become the agent: it may, I grant: 


3 | But 
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Act 1. WINTER'S TALE. 7 


But to be paddling palms, and pinching fingers, 


As now they are; and making practis'd ſmiles, 

As in a looking-glaſs; — and then to ſigh, as 'twere 
The mort o'the deer; O, that is entertainment 
My boſom likes not, nor my brows. —Mamillius, 
Art thou my boy ? 


Mam, Ay, my good lord. 
Leon, I fecks ? 
Why, that's my bawcock. What, haſt ſmutch'd thy 
Noſe ?—— | 


They ſay, it's a copy out of mine. Come, captain, 
We muſt be neat ; not neat, but cleanly, captain: 
And yet the ſteer, the heifer, and the calf, 
Are all call'd, neat.—Still virginalling 
[ Obſerving POLIXENES and HERMIONE, 

Upon his palm ?—How now, you wanton calf? 
Art thou my calf? 

Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord. 

Leon. Thou want'ſt a rough paſh, and the ſhoots that I 

have, 

To be full like me :—yet, they ſay, we are 
Almoſt as like as eggs; women fay fo, 
That will ſay any thing: But were they falſe 
As o'er-died blacks, as wind, as waters; falſe 
As dice are to be wiſh'd, by one that fixes 
No bourn *twixt his and mine: yet were it true 
To ſay, this boy were like me.—Come, fir page, 
Look on me with your welkin eye: Sweet villain ! 
Noſt dear'ſt! my collop !—Can thy dam ?—may*t be? 
Affection! thy intention ſtabs the center: 


Thou doſt make poſſible, things not ſo held, 


Communicat'ſt with dreams ;—(How can this be ?)— 

With what's unreal thou coactive art, 

And fellow'ſt nothing: Then, tis very credent, | 
B 4 Thou 
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Thou may'ſt co- join with ſomething; and thou doſt; 
(And that beyond commiſſion ; and I find it,) 
And that to the infection of my brains, 
And hardening of my brows. 
Pol. | What means Sicilia ? 
Her. He ſomething ſeems unſettled. 
Pol. : How, my lord ? 
What cheer ? how 1s't with you, beſt brother ? 
Her. | | You look, 
As if you held a brow of much diſtraction: 
Are you moy'd, my lord? 


Leon. No, in good earneſt.— 


How ſometimes nature will betray its folly, 
Its tenderneſs; and make itſelf a paſtime 
To harder boſoms ! [Aſide.]— Looking on the lines 
Of my boy's face, methoughts, I did recoil 
Twenty-three years; and ſaw myſelf unbreech'd, 
In my green velvet coat; my dagger muzzled, 
Leſt it ſhould bite its maſter, and ſo prove, 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous. 
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel, 
This ſquaſh, this gentleman :—Mine honeſt friend, 
Will you take eggs for money ? 

Mam. No, my lord, I'll fight. 

Leon. You will? why, happy man be his dole !—=My 

brother, | 

Are you ſo fond of your young prince, as we 
Do ſeem to be of ours ? 

Pol. If at home, ſir, 
He's all my exerciſe, my mirth, my matter : 
Now my ſworn friend, and then mine enemy; 
My paraſite, my ſoldier, ſtateſman, all : 
He makes a July's day ſhort as December ; 
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Act 1. WINTER'S TALE. 9 


And, with his varying childneſs, cures in me 
Thoughts that would thick my blood. 
Leon. So ſtands this ſquire 
Offic'd with me : We too will walk, my lord, 
And leave you to your graver ſteps. —Hermione, 
How thou lov'ſt us, ſnow in our brother's welcome; 
Let what 1s dearer in Sicily, be cheap: 
Next to thyſelf, and my young rover, he's 
Apparent to my heart, 
Her. If you would ſeek us, 
We are yours i'the garden: Shall's attend you there? 
Leon. To your own bents diſpoſe you: you'll be found, 
Be you beneath the ſky :—I am angling now, 
Though you perceive me not how I give line. 
Go to, go to! 
[ Afide, Obſerving POLIXENES and HERMIONE, 
How ſhe holds up the neb, the bill to him ! 
And arms her with the boldneſs of a wife 
To her allowing huſband ! Gone already ; 
Inch- thick, knee-deep ; o'er head and ears a fork'd 
one, 7 
[Exeunt POLIXENES, HERMIONE, and Attendants. 
Go, play, boy, play ;—thy mother plays, and I 
Play too; but ſo diſgrac'd a part, whoſe iſſue 
Will hiſs me to my grave; contempt and clamour 
Will be my knell.—Go, play, boy, play ;—There have 
been, | | 
Or I am much deceiv'd, cuckolds ere now; 
And many a man there 1s, even at this preſent, 
Now, while I ſpeak this, holds his wife by the arm, 
That little thinks ſhe has been fluic'd in his abſence, 
And his pond fiſh'd by his next neighbour, by 
Bir Smile, his neighbour : nay, there's comfort in't, 
Whiles other men have gates; and thoſe gates open'd, 
| PE 
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As mine, againſt their will: Should all deſpair, 
T hat have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themſelves. Phyſick for't there is none; 

It is a bawdy planet, that will ſtrike 

Where tis predominant ; and 'tis powerful, think it, 
From eaſt, weſt, north and ſouth : Be it concluded, 

No barricado for a belly; know it ; 

It will let in and out the enemy, 

With bag and baggage : many a thouſand of us 

Have the diſeaſe, and feel't not. —How now, boy? 

Mam. I am like you, they ſay. 

Leon. Why, that's ſome comfort... 
What! Camillo there? 

Cam. Ay, my good lord. 

Leon. Go play, Mamillius; thou'rt an honeſt man.— 

[Exit MAMILLIUS, 
Camillo, this great fir will yet ſtay longer. 

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold ; 
When you caſt out, it ſtill came home. 

Leon. Didſt note it? 

Cam. He would not ſtay at your petitions; made 
His buſineſs more material. 

Leon, Didſt perceive it ?— 
They're here with me already ; whiſpering, rounding, 
Sicilia is a ſo-forth : Tis far gone, 

When I ſhall guſt it laſt. How came't, Camillo, 
That he did ſtay ? | 

Cam. At the good queen's entreaty. 

Leon. At the queen's, be't: good, ſhould be pertinent; 
But ſo it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any underſtanding pate but thine? 

For thy conceit is ſoaking, will draw in 
More than the common blocks :—Not noted, is't, 
But of the finer natures ? by ſome ſeverals, 
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Of head-piece extraordinary ? lower meſſes, 
Perchance, are to this buſineſs purblind : fay. 

Cam. Buſineſs, my lord? I think, moſt underſtand 
Bohenua ſtays here longer. 

Leon. Ha? 

Cam. Stays here longer. 

Leon. Ay, but why? 

Cam. To ſatisfy your highneſs, and the entreaties 


of our moſt gracious miſtreſs. 


Leon. | Satisfy 
The entreaties of your miſtreſs ?——ſatisfy ?— 
Let that ſuffice. I have truſted thee, Camillo, 
With all the neareſt things to my heart, as well 
My chamber-councils : wherein, prieſt-like, thou 
Haſt cleans'd my boſom : I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform'd: but we have been 
Deceiv'd in thy integrity, deceiv'd 
In that which ſeems ſo. ; 
Cam. Be it forbid, my lord! 
Leon. To bide upon't ;—Thou art not honeſt ; or, 
If thou inclin'ſt that way, thou art a coward; 
Which hoxes honeſty behind, reſtraining 


From courſe requir'd ; Or elſe thou muit be counted 


A ſervant, grafted in my ſerious truſt, 
And therein negligent ; or elſe a fool, 
That ſeeſt a game play'd home, the rich ſtake drawn, 
And tak'ſt it all for jeſt, 
Cam. | My gracious lord, 


I may be negligent, fooliſh, and fearful ; 


In every one of theſe no man is free, 

Eut that his negligence, his folly, fear, 
Amongſt the infinite doings of the world, 
Sometime puts forth : In your affairs, my lord, 
If ever I were wilful-negligent, 


It 
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It was my folly; if induftriouſly 

I play'd the fool, it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the iſſue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did -ry out 

Againſt the non-performance, twas a fear 
Which oft infects the wiſeſt ; theſe, my lord, 
Are ſuch allow'd infirmities, that honeſty 

Is never free of. But, beſeech your grace, 
Be plainer with me; let me know my treſpaſs 
By its own viſage : if I then deny it, 

Tis none of mine. 

Leon, Have not you ſeen, Camillo, 
(But that's paſt doubt: you have; or your eye-glaſs 
Is thicker than a cuckold's horn ;) or heard, 
(For, to a viſion ſo apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute, ) or thought, (for cogitation 
Reſides not in that man, that does not think it,) 
My wife 1s ſlippery ? If thou wilt confeſs, 

(Or elſe be impudently negative, 

To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought,) then fy, 
My wife's a hobbyhorſe ; deſerves a name 

As rank as any flax-wench, that puts to 

Before her troth-plight : ſay it, and juſtify it, 

Cam, I would not be a ſtander-by, to hear 
My ſovereign miſtreſs clouded ſo, without 
My preſent vengeance taken : *Shrew my heart, 
You never ſpoke what did become you leſs, 
Than this; which to reiterate, were ſin 
As deep as that, though true. 

Leon. Is whiſpering nothing? 
Ts leaning cheek to cheek ? is meeting noſes ? 
Kiſſing with inſide lip? ſtopping the career 
Of laughter with a ſigh ? (a note infallible 
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Of breaking honeſty:) horſing foot on foot? 
Skulking in corners ? wiſhing clocks more ſwift ? 


Hours, minutes? noon, midnight? and all eyes blind 


With the pin and web, but theirs, theirs only, 
That would unſeen be wicked ? is this nothing? 


Why, then the world, and all that's in't, is nothing: 
The covering ſky is nothing; Bohemia nothing; 
My wife is nothing; nor nothing have theſe nothings, 


If this be nothing. 
Cam. Good my lord, be cur'd 


Of this diſeas'd opinion, and betimes; 


For 'tis moſt dangerous. 
Leon. Say, it be; *tis true. 
Cam. No, no, my lord. 


Leon. It is; you lie, you lie : 


I ſay, thou lieſt, Camillo, and I hate thee ; 
Pronounce thee a groſs lout, a mindleſs ſlave; 
Or elſe a hovering temporizer, that 

Canſt with thine eyes at once ſee good and evil, 


| Inclining to them both: Were my wife's liver 


Infected as her life, ſhe would not live 


The running of one glaſs. 
Cam. Who does infect her? 


Leon. Why he, that wears her like her medal, ng; 


About his neck, Bohemia : Who,—if I 
Had ſervants true about me that bare eyes 
To ſee alike mine honour as their profits, 


Their own particular thrifts,—they would do that 


Which ſhould undo more doing: Ay, and thou, 
His cup-bearer,—whom I, from meaner form 


Have bench'd, and rear'd to worſhip ; who may'ſt ſee 
Plainly, as heaven ſees earth, and earth ſees heaven, 


How I am galled,—might'ſt beſpice a cup, 
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14 WINTER'S TALE. Act 1. 


To give mine enemy a laſting wink; 
Which draught to me were cordial. 
Cam. Sir, my lord, 
I could do this; and that with no raſh potion, 
But with a ling'ring dram, that ſhould not work 
Maliciouſly, like poiſon : But I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread miſtreſs, 
So ſovereignly being honourable, | 
I have lov'd thee, 
Leon, Make't thy queſtion, and go rot! 
Doſt think I am ſo muddy, fo unſettled, 
To appoint myſelf in this vexation? ſully 
The purity and whiteneſs of my ſheets, 
Which to preſerve, is ſleep ; which being ſpotted, 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of waſps? 
Give ſcandal to the blood o'the prince my ſon, 
Who, I do think, is mine, and love as mine; 
Without ripe moving to't? Would I do this? 
Could man ſo blench ? 
Cam. | I muſt believe you, fir ; 
I do; and will fetch off Bohemia for't: 
Provided, that when he's remov'd, your highneſs 
Will take again your queen, as yours at firſt ; 
Even for your ſon's ſake ; and, thereby, for ſealing 
The injury of tongues, in courts and kingdoms 
Known and allied to yours, Es 
Leon. Thou doſt adviſe me, 
Even ſo as I mine own courſe have ſet down: 
I'll give no blemiſh to her honour, none, 
Cam. My lord, | 
Go then; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendſhip wears at feaſts, keep with Bohemia, 
And with your queen : I am his cupbearer ; 
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If from me he have wholeſome beverage, 
Account me not your ſervant, 
Leon. This is all: 


Do't, and thou haſt the one half of my heart; 


Do't not, thou ſplit'ſt thine own. 


Cam. | I'll do't, my lord. 
Leon, I will ſeem friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me. 
[Exit. 


Cam. O miſerable lady! —But, for me, 


What caſe ſtand I in? I muſt be the poiſoner 
Of good Polixenes: and my ground to do't 


Is the obedience to a maſter ; one, 

Who, in rebellion with himſelf, will have 

All that are his, ſo too. To do this deed, 
Promotion follows: If I could find example 
Of thouſands, that had ſtruck anointed kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd not do't : but ſince 
Nor braſs, nor ſtone, nor parchment, bears not one, 
Let villainy itſelf forſwear't. I muſt 

Forſake the court : to do't, or no, 15 certain 
To me a break-neck. Happy ftar, reign now 
Here comes Bohemia. 


Enter POLIXENES, 


Pol. This is ſtrange! methinks, 
My favour here begins to warp, Not ſpeak ? 


Good-day, Camillo. 
Cam. Hail, moſt royal fir ! 


Pol. What is the news i'the court? 


Cam. | None rare, my lord. 


Pol. The king hath on him ſuch a countenance, 
As he had loſt ſome province, and a region, 


. Lov'd as he loves himſelf; even now I met him 
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16. WINTER'S TALE. Act 1. 


With cuſtomary compliment; when he, 
Wafting his eyes to the contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, ſpeeds from me ; and 
So leaves me, to conſider what 1s breeding, 
That changes thus his manners, 

Cam, I dare not know, my lord. 

Pol. How ! dare not? do not. Do you know, and dare 

not | | 

Be intelligent to me? *Tis thereabouts ; 
For, to yourſelf, what you do know, you muſt ; 
And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good Camillo, 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a mirror, 
Which. ſhows me mine chang'd too: for I muſt be 
A party in this alteration, finding | 
Myſelf thus alter'd with it. 

Cam, 225 There is a ſickneſs 
Which puts ſome of us in diſtemper; but 
I cannot name the diſeaſe ; and it is caught 
Of you, that yet are well. 

Pol. How! caught of me? 
Make me not ſighted like the baſiliſk : 
I have look'd on thouſands, who have ſped the better 
By my regard, but kill'd none ſo. Camillo. 
As you are certainly a gentleman ; thereto 
Clerklike, experienc'd, which no leſs adorns 
Our gentry, than our parents' noble names, 
In whoſe ſucceſs we are gentle,—I beſeech you, 
If you know aught which does behove my knowledge 
T hereof to be inform'd, impriſon it not 
In ignorant concealment, 

Cam. | 1 may not anſwer. 

Pol. A ſickneſs caught of me, and yet I well! 
I muſt be anſwer' d. Doſt thou hear, Camillo, 
J conjure thee, by all the parts of man, 

| Which 
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Which honour does acknowledge, —whereof the leaſt 
Is not this ſuit of mine,—that thou declare 
What incidency thou doſt gueſs of harm 
Is creeping toward me; how far off, how near; 
Which way to be prevented, if to be; 
If not, how beſt to bear it. 
Cam. h Sir, I'll tell you; 
Since I am charg'd in honour, and by bim 
That I think honourable : Therefore, mark my counſel ; 
Which muſt be even as ſwiftly follow'd, as 
I mean to utter it; or both yourſelf and me 
Cry, loft, and ſo good-night, 
Pol. On, good Camillo. 
Cam. IT am appointed Him to murder you. 
Pol. By whom, Camillo? 
Cam. By the king. 
Pol, | For what! 
Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he ſwears, 
Y As he had ſeen't, or been an inſtrument 
I To vice you to't,—that you have touch'd his queen 
L Forbiddenly. 
Pol. O, then my beſt blood turn 
To an infected jelly; and my name 
Be yok'd with his, that did betray the beft ! 
Turn then my freſheſt reputation to 
A ſavour, that may ſtrike the dulleſt noſtril 
Where I arrive; and my approach be ſhunn'd, 
Nay, hated too, worſe than the great'ſt infection 
That e'er was heard, or read | 
Cam. Spear his thought over 
By each particular ſtar in heaven, and 
By all their influences, you may as well 
Forbid the ſea for to obey the moon, 
As or, by oath, remove, or counſel, ſhake, 
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The fabrick of his folly; whoſe foundation 
Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue 
The ſtanding of his body. 
Pol. How ſhould this grow? 
Cam. I know not: but, I am ſure, tis ſafer to 
Avoid what's grown, than queſtion how tis born. 
If therefore you dare truſt my honeſty,— 
That lies incloſed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn'd—away to-night. 
Your followers I will whiſper to the buſineſs ; 
And will, by twos, and threes, at ſeveral poſterns, 
Clear them o'the city: For myſelf, I'll put 
My fortunes to your ſervice, which are here 
By this diſcovery loſt. Be not uncertain 
For, by the honour of my parents, I 
Have utter'd truth: which if you ſeek to prove, 
I dare not ſtand by; nor ſhall you be ſafer 
Than one condemn'd by the king's own mouth, thereon 
His execution ſworn. | 
Pol. | I do believe thee : 
I ſaw his heart in his face, Give me thy hand; 
Be pilot to me, and thy places ſhall 
Still neighbour mine: My ſhips are ready, and 
My people did expect my hence departure 
Two days ago.,—This jealonſy _ 


Is for a precious creature: as ſhe's rare, 


Muſt jt be great; and, as his perſon's mighty, 
Muſt it be violent ; and as he does conceive 

He is diſhonour'd by a man which ever 

Profeſs*d to him, why, his revenges muſt 

In that be made more bitter. Fear o'erſhades me: 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but nothing 
Of his 3ll-ta'en ſuſpicion! Come, Camillo; 


I will. 
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Act 1. WINTER'S TALE» 19 


I will reſpect thee as a father, if 
Thou bear'ſt my life off hence: Let us avoid. 
Cam. It is in mine authority, to command 
The keys of all the poſterns : Pleaſe your highneſs 
To take the urgent hour : come, fir, away. { Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
— ———————_—— ——  __  —— — 


The ſame. 


Enter HERMIONE, MAMILLIUS, and Ladies. 


Her. Take the boy to you: he ſo troubles me, 
Tis paſt enduring. 


1 Lady. Come, my gracious lord. 
Shall I be your play- fellow? | 
Mam. No, I'll none of you. 


x Lady. Why, my ſweet lord? 

Mam, You'll kiſs me hard ; and ſpeak to me as if 
I were a baby ſtill.— I love you better. 

2 Lady. And why ſo, my good lord? | 

Mam. Not for becauſe 
Your brows are blacker; yet black brows, they ſay, 
Become ſome women beſt; ſo that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a ſemicircle, 
Or half-moon made with a pen. 

2 Lady. Who taught you this: ? 

Mam. I learn'd it out of women's faces.—Pray now 
What colour are your eye-brows ? 

1 Lady, | Blue, my lord. 


Mam. Nay, that's a mock : I have ſeen a lady” 5 noſe 


That has been blue, but not her eye-brows, 
2 Lady. Hark ye: 

The queen, your mother, rounds apace : we ſhall 

Preſent our ſervices to a fine new prince, 

One of theſe days; and then you'd wanton with us, 

If we would have you. 


1 Lady. 
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1 Lady. She is ſpread of late 


Into a goodly bulk : Good time encounter her ! 


Her. What wiſdom ſtirs amongſt you? Come, fir, now 
I am for you again : Pray you, fit by us, 
And tell's a tale. 

Mam. Merry, or fad, ſhall't be? 

Her. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A fad tale's beſt for winter : 
I have one of ſprites and goblins. 

Her, Let's have that, fir. 
Come on, ſit down :—Come on, and do your beſt 
To fright me with your ſprites ; you're powerful at it. 

Mam, There was a man, | 

Her. Nay, come, fit down; then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a church-yard ;—I will tell it ſoftly ; 
Yon crickets ſhall not hear it, 

Her. | | Come on then, 


And give't me in mine ear. 


Enter LEON TES, Ax rico us, Lords, and Others. 


Leon. Was he met there? his train? Camillo with him ? 
x Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them; never 
Saw I men ſcour ſo on their way: I ey'd them 
Even to their ſhips, | 
Leon. How bleſs'd am I 
In my juſt cenſure ? in my true opinion ?— 
Alack, for leſſer knowledge !—How accurs'd, 
In being ſo bleſt !—There may be in the cup 
A ſpider ſteep'd, and one may drink ; depart, 
And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge 
Is not infected: but if one preſent _ 
The abhorr*d ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drank, he cracks his gorge, his ſides, 
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With wfolent hefts :—T have drank, and ſeen the ſpider. 
Camillo was his help in this, his pander :— 
There is a plot againſt my life, my crown; 
All's true, that is miſtruſted: —that falſe villain, 
Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him: 
He has diſcover'd my deſign, and I 
Remain a pinch'd thing ; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will ;—How came the poſterns 
So eaſily open ? 
1 Lord. By his great authority; 
Which often hath no leſs prevail'd than ſo, 
On your command, 
Leon. I know't too well. 
Give me the boy; I am glad you did not nurſe him: 
Though he does bear ſome ſigns of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. | 
Her. | What is this? ſport? 
Leon, Bear the boy hence, he ſhall not come about her ; 
Away with him :—and let her ſport herſelf 
With that ſhe's big with; for tis Prolixenes 
Has made thee ſwell thus. 
Her. But I'd ſay, he had not, 
And, I'll be ſworn, you would believe my ſaying, 
Howe'er you lean to the nayward. 
Leon, You, my lords, 
Look on her, mark her well; be but about 
To ſay, He is a goodly lady, and 
The juſtice of your hearts will thereto add, 
*Tis pity, ſhe's not honeſt, honourable i | 8 
Praiſe her but for this her without- door form, 
(Which, on my faith, deſerves high ſpeech, ) and ſtraight 
The ſhrug, the hum, or ha; theſe petty brands, 
That calumny doth uſe :—O, I am out, 
That mercy dees; for calumny will fear 


Virtue 
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Virtue itſelf :—theſe ſhrugs, theſe hums, and ha's, 
When you have ſaid, ſhe's goodly, come between, 
Ere you can fay ſhe's honeſt : But it be known, 
From him that has moſt cauſe to grieve it ſhould be, 
She's an adultreſs. 
A. Should a villain ſay ſo, 
The moſt repleniſh'd villain in the world, 

He were as much more villain: you, my lord, 
Do but miſtake. 

Leon. You have miſtook, my lady, 
Polixenes for Leontes: O thou thing, 
Which I'll not call a creature of thy place, 
Leſt barbariſm, making me the precedent, 
Should a like language uſe to all degrees, 
And mannerly diſtinguiſhment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar!—1I have ſaid, 
She's an adultreſs; I have ſaid, with whom: 
More, ſhe's a traitor ; and Camillo is 
A federary with her; and one that knows 
What ſhe ſhould ſhame to know herſelf, 
But with her moſt vile principal, that ſhe's 
A bed-ſwerver, even as bad as thoſe 
That vulgars give bold titles: ay, and privy 
To this their late eſcape. 

Her. No, by my life, 
Privy to none of this: How will this grieve you, 
When you ſhall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publiſh'd me? Gentle my lord, 
You ſcarce can right me throughly then, to ſay 
You did miſtake. 

Leon. No, no; if J miſtake 
In thoſe foundations which I build upon, » 
The center is not big enough to bear 
A ſchoolboy's top. —Away with her to priſon; 
| C4 | He, 
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He, who ſhall ſpeak for her, is afar off guilty, 
But that he ſpeaks. 
Her. There's ſome ill planet reigns : 
I muſt be patient, till the heavens look | 
With an aſpe& more favourable.—Good my lords, 
IT am not prone to weeping, as our ſex 
Commonly are ; the want of which vain dew, 
| Perchance, ſhall dry your pities : but I have 
That honourable grief lodg'd here, which burns 
Worſe than tears drown: *Beſeech you all, my lords, 
With thoughts ſo qualified as your charities 
Shall beſt inſtruct you, meaſure me ;—and fo 
The king's will be perform'd ! 
Leon. Shall I be heard? [To the guards. 
Her. Who is't, that goes with me?—'beſeech your 
highneſs, 
My women may be with me; for, you ſee, 
My plight requires it. Do not weep, good foals ; 
There is no cauſe: when you ſhall know, your miſtreſs 
Has deſerv'd priſon, then abound in tears, 
As I come out; this action, I now go on, 
Is for my better grace. Adieu, my lord: 
JI never wiſh'd to ſee you ſorry; now, 
I truſt, I ſhall. —— My women, come; you have leave. 
Leon. Go, do our bidding; hence, 
| [Exeunt Queen and Ladies, 
1 Lord. Beſeech your highneſs, call the queen again. 
Ant. Be certain what you do, fir; leſt your juſtice 
Prove violence; in the which three great ones ſuffer, 
Yourſelf, your queen, your ſon. | 
1 Lord. For her, my lord, — 
I dare my life lay down, and will do't, fir, 
Pleaſe you to accept it, that the queen is ſpotleſs 


I'the 
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I'the eyes of heaven, and to you; I mean, 
In this which you accuſe her. 
Ant. If it prove 
She's otherwiſe, I'll keep my ſtables where 
I lodge my wife; I'll go in couples with her; 
Than when I feel, and ſee her, no further truſt her; 
For every inch of woman in the world, 
Ay, every dram of woman's fleſh, is falſe, 
If ſhe be, 
Leon. Hold your peaces. ; 
1 Lord. Good my lord, — 
Ant. It is for you we ſpeak, not for ourſelves: 
You are abus'd, and by ſome putter-on, 
That will be damn'd for't; *would I knew the villain, 
I would land- damn him: Be ſhe honour-flaw'd,— 
I have three daughters; the eldeſt is eleven: 
The ſecond, and the third, nine, and ſome five; 
Tf this prove true, they'll pay for't : by mine honour, 
I'll geld them all; fourteen they ſhall not ſee, 
To bring falſe generations: they are co-heirs ; 
And I had rather glib myſelf, than they 
Should not produce fair iſſue, 
Leon. | Ceaſe; no more, 
You ſmell this bufineſs with a ſenſe as cold 
As is a dead man's noſe: I ſee't, and feel't, 
As yon feel doing thus; and ſee withal 
The inſtruments that feel, 
Ant. If it be ſo, 
We need no grave to bury honeſty; 
There's not a grain of it, the face to ſweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 
Leon. What! lack I credit? 
1 Lord, I had rather you did lack, than I, my lord, 
Upon this ground: and more it would content me 
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To have her honour true, than your ſuſpicion 
Be blam'd for't how you might. 
Leon. Why, what need we 
Commune with you of this? but rather follow 
Our forceful inſtigation ? Our prerogative 
Calls not your counſels ; but our natural goodneſs 
Imparts this : which,—if you (or ſtupified, 
Or ſeeming ſo in skill,) cannot, or will not, 
Reliſh as truth, like us; inform yourſelves, 
We need no more of your advice: the matter, 
The loſs, the gain, the ordering on't, is all 
Properly ours. 
Ant. And I wiſh, my liege, 
You had only in your ſilent judgement tried it, 
Without more overture. | 
Leon. © How could that be? 
Either thou art moſt ignorant by age, 
Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo's flight, 
Added to their familiarity, 
(Which was as groſs as ever touch'd conjecture, 
That lack'd ſight only, nought for approbation, 
But only ſeeing, all other circumſtances 
Made up to the deed,) doth puſh on this nn 
Vet, for a greater confirmation, 
(For, in an act of this importance, *twere 
Moſt piteous to be wild,) I have deſpatch'd in poſt, 
To ſacred Delphos, to Apollo's temple, 
Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 
Of ſtuff' d ſufficiency: Now, from the oracle 
They will bring all; whoſe ſpiritual counſel had, 
Shall ſtop, or ſpur me. Have I done well? 
Lord. Well done, my lord. 
Leon. Though I am ſatisfied, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet ſhall the oracle 
| Give 
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Give reſt to the minds of others ; ſuch as he, 
Whoſe ignorant credulity will not 

Come up to the truth : So have we thought it good, 
From our free perſon ſhe ſhould be confin'd ; 

Left that the treachery of the two, fled hence, 

Be left her to perform. Come, follow us; 

We are to ſpeak in publick: for this buſineſs 

Will raiſe us all. 


Ant. [Aſide.] To laughter, as I take it, 
If the good truth were known, [ Exeunt, 
SCENE II. 


The ſame. The outer Room of a Priſon. 


Enter PAULINa and Attendants. 


Paul. The keeper of the priſon, —call to him 


[Exit an Attendant. 
Let him have knowledge who I am.—Good lady 


No court in Europe is too good for thee, 
What doſt thou then in priſon? Now, good fir, 


Re-enter Attendant, with the Keeper. 


You know me, do you not? 


Keep. For a worthy lady, 
And one whom much I honour. 
Paul. Pray you then, 


Conduct me to the queen. 

Keep. I may not, madam ; to the contrary 
I have expreſs eee 

Paul. Here's ado, 
To lock up vocals and honour from 
I'M acceſs of gentle viſitors Ils it lawful, 


Pray 
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Pray you, to ſee her women ? any of them ? 
Emilia? | 

Keep. So pleaſe you, madam, to put 
Apart theſe your attendants, I ſhall bring 
Emilia forth, 


Paul. I pray you now, call her. | 
Withdraw yourſelves, [ Exeunt Attend, 
Keep. And, madam, 
I muſt be preſent at your conference. | 
Paul. Well, be it ſo, pr'ythee. [Exit Keeper, 


Here's ſuch ado to make no ſtain a ſtain, 
As paſles colouring. 


_ Re-enter Keeper, with EMILIA. 


Dear gentlewoman, how fares our gracious lady ? 

Emil. As well as one ſo great, and ſo forlorn, 
May hold together: On her frights, and griefs, 
(Which never tender lady hath borne greater,) 
She 1s, ſomething before her time, deliver'd, 

Paul. A boy? 

Emil, A daughter ; and a goodly babe, 
Luſty, and like to live: the queen receives 
Much comfort in't : ſays, My poor priſoner, 

J am innocent as you. Tos 

Paul, I dare be ſworn : 
Theſe dangerous unſafe lunes o'the king! beſhrew them 
He muſt be told on't, and he ſhall: the office 
Becomes a woman beſt ; I'll take't upon me: | 
If I prove honey-mouth'd, let my tongue bliſter ; 
And never to my red-look'd anger be 
The trumpet any more: — Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend my beſt obedience to the queen 
If ſhe dares truſt me with her little babe, 
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I'll uſe that tongue I have: if wit flow from it, 
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I'll ſhow't the king, and undertake to be 

Her advocate to th' loudeſt: We do not know 
How he may ſoften at the ſight o' the child; 
The ſilence, often of pure innocence 
Perſuades, when ſpeaking fails. 

Emil, | Moſt worthy madam, 
Your honour, and your goodneſs, is fo evident, 
That your free undertaking cannot miſs 
A thriving iſſue ; there is no lady living, 
So meet for this great errand : Pleaſe your ladyſhip 
To viſit the next room, I'll preſently 
Acquaint the queen of your moſt noble offer; 
Who, but to-day, hammer'd of this deſign ; 
But durſt not tempt a miniſter of honour, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould be denied. 

Paul, Tell her, Emilia, 


As boldneſs from my boſom, let it not be doubted 
I ſhall do good. 9 © 
Emil. Now be you bleſt for it ! 
T'll to the queen: Pleaſe you, come ſomething nearer. 
Keep. Madam, if't pleaſe the queen to ſend the babe, 
I know not what I ſhall incur, to paſs it, 
Having no warrant. 
Sa, You need not fear it, fir; 


The child was priſoner to the womb ; and is, 


By law and proceſs of great nature, thence 
Free'd and enfranchis'd : not a party to 
The anger of the king; nor guilty of, 
If any be, the treſpaſs of the queen. 
Keep. I do believe it. 
Paul, Do not you fear: upon 
Mine honour, I will ſtand *twixt you and danger. 
[ Exeunt.. 
SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
The ſame, A Room in the Palace. 


Enter LeonNTES, ANTIGONUS, Lords, and other Attend- 
ants. 


Leon. Nor night, nor day, no reſt: It is but weaknefs 
To bear the matter thus ; mere weakneſs, if 
The cauſe were not in being ;—part o'the cauſe, 
She, the adultreſs ;—for the harlot king 
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank 
And level of my brain, plot-proof : but ſhe 
I can hook to me : Say, that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moiety of my reſt 
Might come to me again.—— Who's there? 
x Atten, | My lord? [adwvancing. 
Leon. How does the boy? 
1 Atten. He took good reſt to-night 
Tis hop'd, his ſickneſs is diſcharg'd, 
Leon. | To ſee, 
His nobleneſs ! | 
Conceiving the difhonour of his mother, 
He ſtraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply; 
Faſten'd and fix'd the ſhame on't in himſelf; 
Threw off his ſpirit, his appetite, his ſleep, 
And down-right languiſh'd.— Leave me ſolely ; go, 
See how he fares. [Exit Attend. ]J—Fie, fie! no thought 
of him ;— 55 
The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me: in himſelf too mighty; 
And in his parties, his alliance, Let him be, 
Until a time may ſerve: for preſent vengeance, | 
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Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 

Laugh at me; make their paſtime at my ſorrow : 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them ; nor 
Shall ſhe, within my power, 


Enter Paulina, with a Child. 


1 Lord. You mult nat enter. 

Paul. Nay, rather, good my lords, be ſecond to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous paſſion more, alas, 
Than the queen's life? a gracious innocent ſoul ; 
More free, than he is jealous, 
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Ant. That's enough. f i 
1 Atten, Madam, he hath not ſlept to- night; com- 0 1 
manded * hl | 
None ſhould come at him. 14 
Paul. Not ſo hot, good ſir; N % 


I come to bring him ſleep. Tis ſuch as you,— 
That creep hike ſhadows by him, and do ſigh 
At each his needleſs heavings, —ſuch as you 
Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking: I 
Do come with words as med'cinal as true; 
Honeſt, as either ; to purge him of that humour, 
That preſſes him from ſleep. 
Leon. What noiſe there, ho ? 
Paul. No noiſe, my lord; but needful conference, 
About ſome goſlips tor your highneſs. | 
Leon. How ?—— 
Away with that audacious lady : Antigonus, 
I charg'd thee, that ſhe ſhould not come about me; 
I knew, ſhe would, 5 
Ant. I told her ſo, my lord, 
On your diſpleaſure's peril, and on mine, 
she ſhould not viſit you. 


Leon, 
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Leox. What, canſt not rule her ? 

Paul. From all diſhoneſty, he can: in this, 
(Unleſs he take the courſe that you have done, 
Commit me, for committing honour,) truſt it, 
He ſhall not rule me. 

Ant. Lo you now ; you hear! 
When ſhe will take the rein, I let her run; 

But ſhe'il not tumble. 

Paul. Good my liege, I come, 
And, I beſeech you, hear me, who profeſs 
Myſelf your loyal ſervant, your phyſician, 

Your moſt obedient counſellor ; yet that dare 


Leſs appear ſo, in comforting your evils, 


Than ſuch as moſt ſeem yours: — I ſay, I come 
From your good queen, 
Leon. | Good queen ! 
Paul, Good queen, my lord, good queen: I ſay, good 
queen; | 
And would by combat make her good, ſo were I 
A man, the worlt about you. 
Leon. | Force her hence. 
Paul. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes, 
Firſt hand me: on mine own accord, I'll off; 


But, firſt, I'll do my errand. —The good queen, 


For ſhe is good, hath brought you forth a Ganghter . 
Here tis; commends it to your bleſſing. 
g [Laying down the child, 
Leon, Out! 
A mankind witch ! Hence with her, out o' door: 
A. moſt intelligencing bawd ! | 
Paul. Not ſo: 


J am as ignorant in that, as you 


In ſo intitling me: and no leſs honeſt 
Than 


Act 11. WINTER'S TALE, 33 


Than you are mad; which is enough, I'll warrant, 
As this world goes, to paſs for honeſt. 
Leon. Traitors ! 
Will you not puſh her out? Give her the baſtard :— 
Thou, dotard, [To ANTIGONUS.] thou art woman-tir'd, 
unrooſted 
By thy dame Partlet here,—take up the baſtard : 
Take't up, I ſay; give't to thy crone. 
Paul. For ever 
Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak'ſt up the princeſs, by that forced baſeneſs 
Which he has put upon't! 
Leon. He dreads his wife. 
Paul. So, I would, you did; then, *twere paſt all 
doubt, | | 
You'd call your children yours. 
Leon. A neſt of traitors ! 
Ant, I am none, by this good light. 
Paul. Nor I; nor any, 
But one, that's here ; and that's himſelf: for he 
The ſacred honour of himſelf, his queen's, 
His hopeful ſon's, his babe's, betrays to ſlander, 
Whoſe ſting is ſharper than the ſword's; and will not 
(For, as the caſe now ſtands, it is a curſe 
He cannot be compell'd to't,) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten, 
As ever oak, or ſtone, was ſound, 
Leon. A callat, 
Of boundleſs tongue ; who late hath beat her huſband, 
And now baits me !— That brat is none of mine; 
It is the iſſue of Polixenes : 
Hence with it; and, together with the dam, 
Commit them to the fire. 
Paul. It is yours; 
'D ">" Ads 


— — — 
— — — 
= RR S * * * > > mar — - 3 4 
- * 6 — 
2 — - q — - . s =_y — 
N > , Li — 
= % 2 - — 85 » = 
1 * ad £2 2 . — 
os * 1 = Go 2 
fee > * 1 . — ” — mY 5 — * 2 
& A 
x — — 3 — — = * — + _— 2 
— - * * 5 - * * * — 
— — — IT — — — — © 
_—_— — — _ — * 4 K — — 
2 * — _ 
— - = — 2 


— 
„ <= 


p 
r . * 2 
— r . 
w — - * _ 


* 
1 
E 
68 
9 
. 
4 
4 
. 
f i 
+, F 
. 
' L 7 
{ } 4 
ir 3H 
WMH 
| 
4 4 \ 
N i \ 
a 4 
14 
” ol 
| 1h 
” 
4:L 
- 
1 Ft 
| # 4 
* wh 
4 
vt 3h 
vt 
o - 5 


1 
77 — A — — — 


we 


- 2 — — 

—_—— Et IR £ 

2 = 1 3 " — Ie * 
— * — 22 > © P 


———— — ——¼ 


2 
2 


— ————. — H__.  —_. 9 . 
ks _ 1 


34 WINTER'S TALE. Act 11. 


And, might we lay the old proverb to your charge, 
So like you, tis the worſe.—Behold, my lords, 
Although the print be little, the whole matter 

And copy of the father : eye, noſe, lip, 

The trick of his frown, his forehead ; nay, the valley, 
The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek ; his ſmiles ; 
The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger :— 
And, thou, good goddeſs nature, which haſt made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou haſt 

The ordering of the mind too, mongſt all colours 
No yellow in't; leſt ſhe ſuſpect, as he does, 

Her children not her huſband's! 

Leon. | A grofs hag !— 
And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd, 

That wilt not ſtay her tongue. 

Aut. Hang all the huſbands, 
That cannot do that feat, you'll leave yourſelf 
Hardly one ſubject. 

Leon. Once more, take her hence. 

Paul. A moſt unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leon, I'll have thee burn'd. 

Paul. | I care not : 

It is an heretick, that makes the fire, 
Not ſhe, which burns in't. T'll not call you tyrant 

But this moſt cruel uſage of your queen | 
(Not able to produce more accuſation | 
Than your own weak-hing'd fancy,) ſomething favours 
Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 

Yea, ſcandalous to the world. 

Dam: | On your allegiance, 
Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant, 
Where were her life? ſhe durſt not call me ſo, 

If ſhe did know me one, Away with her. | 
Paul. 
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Paul. I pray you, do not puſh me; I'll be gone. 
Look to your babe, my lord; *tis yours: Jove ſend her 
A better guiding ſpirit What need theſe hands ?— 
You, that are thus ſo tender o'er his follies, 

Will never do him good, not one of you. 
So, ſo:—PFarewell ; we are gone, [Extt. 

Leon, Thou, traitor, haſt ſet on thy wife to this.— 
My child? away with't!—eyen thou, that haſt 
A. heart ſo tender o'er it, take it hence, 

And ſee it inftantly conſum'd with fire; 

Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up ſtraight: 
Within this hour bring me word *tis done, 

(And by good teſtimony,) or I'll ſeize thy life, 
With what thou elſe call'f thine : If thou refuſe, 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, ſay ſo; 

The baſtard brains with theſe my proper hands 

Shall I daſh out. Go, take it to the fire; 

For thou ſett*ſt on thy wife, 

Ant. I did not, fir: 
Theſe lords, my noble fellows, if they pleaſe, 
Can clear me int. 

1Lord,  Wecan; my royal liege, 
He is not guilty of her coming hither, 

Leon. You are liars all, | 

1 Lord. *Beſeech your highneſs, give us better credit : 
We have always truly ſerv'd you; and beſeech 
So to eſteem of us: And on our knees we beg, 

(As recompence of our dear ſervices, 

Paſt, and to come, ) that you do change this purpoſe 5 
Which, being ſo horrible, ſo bloody, muſt 

Lead on to ſome foul iſſue: We all kneel. 

Leon. I am a feather for each wind that blows : 
Shall I live on, to ſee this baſtard kneel 
And call me father? Better bura it now, 
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Than curſe it then. But, be it; let it live: 
It ſhall not neither.—You, fir, come you hither ; 
[To ANTIGONUS, 
You, that have been ſo tenderly officious 
With lady Margery, your midwife, there, 
To fave this baſtard's life :—for *tis a baſtard, 
So ſure as this beard's grey,—what will you adventure 
To fave this brat's life? 
Ant. Any thing, my lord, 
That my ability may undergo, 
And nobleneſs impoſe : at leaſt, thus much; 
I'Il pawn the little blood which I have left, 
To fave the innocent: any thing poſſible. 
Leon. Tt ſhall be poſſible : Swear by this ſword, 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. | 
Ant. II Will, my lord. 
Leon. Mark, and perform it; (ſeeſt thou?) for the fail 
Of any point in't ſhall not only be 
Death to thyſelf, but to thy lewd-tongued wife; 
Whom, for! this time, we pardon. We enjoin thee, 
As thou art hegeman to us, that thou carry 
This female baſtard hence; and that thou bear it 


To ſome remote and deſert place, quite out 


Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it, 
Without more mercy, to its own protection, 
And favour of the climate. As by ſtrange fortune 
It came to us, I do in juitice charge thee,— 
On thy ſoul's peril, and thy body's torture,— 
That thou commend it ſtrangely to ſome place, 
Where chance may nurſe, or end it: Take it up. 
Ant. I ſwear to do this; though a preſent death 
Had been more merciful. - Come on, poor babe: 
Some powerful ſpirit inſtruct the kites and ravens, 
To be thy nurſes! Wolves, and bears, they ſay, 


Caſting 


rr 
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Caſting their ſavageneſs aſide, have done 

Like offices of pity.—Sir, be proſperous 

In more than this deed does require! and bleſſing, 
Againſt this cruelty, fight on thy fide, 


Poor thing, condemn'd to loſs! [ Exit, with the child, 7 
Leon. No, I'll not rear 3F 
Another's iſſue, 4 
1 Attend. Pleaſe your highneſs, poſts, 14 
From thoſe you ſent to the oracle, are come 0 
An hour ſince: Cleomentes and Dion, A 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, il | 
Haſting to the court. : i 1 
1 Lord. So pleaſe you, fir, their ſpeed 0&4 | 0 
Hath been beyond account. 6% 
Leon. Twenty-three days | | | 


They have been abſent : *Tis good ſpeed ; foretels, 

The great Apollo ſuddenly will have 

The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords; 

Summon a ſeſſion, that we may arraign 

Our moſt diſloyal lady: for, as ſhe hath 

Been publickly accus'd, ſo ſhall ſhe have 

A juſt and open trial. While ſhe lives, 

My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me; 

And think upon my bidding, [ Exeunt, 
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ACT HI. SCENE I. 
DD BBB 


The ſame. A Street in ſome town. 


Enter CLEOMENES and DION. 


Cleo. The climate's delicate; the air moſt ſweet ; 
Fertile the iſle; the temple much ſurpaſſing 
The common praiſe it bears. 

Dion. I ſhall report, 

For moſt it caught me, the celeſtial habits, 
(Methinks, I ſo ſhould term them, ) and the reverence 
Of the grave wearers. O, the ſacrifice! 

How ceremonious, ſolemn, and unearthly 

It was i'the offering! 

' + But, of all, the burſt 
And the ear-deafening voice o'the oracle, 

Kin to Jove's thunder, ſo ſurpriz'd my ſenſe, 
That I was nothing. 

Dion. If the event 'the journey 
Prove as ſucceſsful to the queen, —O, be't ſo!— 
As it hath been to us, rare, pleaſant, ſpeedy, 

The time 1s worth the uſe on't. | 

Cleo, . | Great Apollo, 
'Turn all to the beſt! Theſe proclamations, 

So forcing faults upon Hermione, 
I little like. 

Dion. The violent carriage of it 
Will clear, or end, the buſineſs : When the oracle, 
(Thus by Apollo's great divine ſeal'd up,) 

Shall the contents diſcover, ſomething rare, 
Even 
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Even then will ruſh to knowledge.—Go,— —freſh borſes ;— 
And gracious be the iſſue} - [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
The ſame. A Court of Juſtice. 


LEONTEsS, Lords, and Officers, appear properly ſeated. 


Leon. This ſeſſions (to our great grief, we pronounce,) 
Even puſhes *gainſt our heart : The party tried, 
The daughter of a king ; our wife ; and one 
Of us too much beloy'd.—Let us be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, ſince we ſo openly 
Proceed in juſtice ; which ſhall have due courſe, 
Even to the guilt, or the PEO 
Produce the priſoner, 
Offi. It is his highneſs' pleaſure, that the queen 
Appear in perſon here in court, —Silence ! 


HERMIONE is brought in, guarded ; PAULINA and Ladies, 
attending. 


Leon. Read the indictment. 

Of. Hermione, queen to the worthy Leontes, king of S1- 
cilia, thou art bere accuſed and arraigned of high treaſon, in 
committing adultery with Polixenes, king of Bohemia; and 
conſpiring with Camillo to take awway the life of our ſovereign 


lord the king, thy royal huſband : the pretence whereof being 


by circumſtances partly laid open, thou, Hermione, contrary 
to the faith and allegiance of a true ſubject, didſt counſel and 
aid them, for their better ſafety, to fly away by night, 
Her. Since what I am to ſay, muſt be but that 
Which contradicts my accuſation ; and 
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The teſtimony on my part, no other 

But what comes from myſelf ; it ſhall ſcarce boot me 

To ſay, Not guilty : mine integrity, 

Being counted falſehood, ſhall, as I expreſs it, 

Be ſo receiv'd. But thus, — If powers divine 

Behold our human actions, (as they do,) 

I doubt not then, but innocence ſhall make 

Falſe accuſation bluſh, and tyranny | 

Tremble at patience,—You} my lord, beſt know, 

(Who leaſt will ſeem to do ſo,) my paſt life 

Hath been as continent, as chaſte, as true, 

As I am now unhappy ; which is more 

Than hiſtory can pattern, though devis'd, ; 

And play'd, to take ſpectators: For behold me,— 

A fellow of the royal bed, which owe 

A moiety of the throne, a great king's daughter, 

The mother to a hopeful prince, —here ſtanding, 

To prate and talk for life, and honour, fore 

Who pleaſe to come and hear. For life, I prize it 

As I weigh grief, which I would ſpare: for honour, 

*Tis a derivative from me to mine, 

And only that I ſtand for. I appeal 

To your own conſcience, fir, before Polixenes 

Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 

How merited to be ſo; ſince he came, 

With what encounter ſo uncurrent I 

Have ſtrain'd, to appear thus: if one jot beyond 

The bound of honour ; or, in at, or will, 

That way inclining ; harden'd be the hearts 

Of all that hear me, and my near'ſt of kin 

Cry, Fie upon my grave! 
Leon. 5 I neer heard yet, 

That any of theſe bolder vices wanted 
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Leſs impudence to gainſay what they did, 
Than to perform it firſt. 

Her. That's true enough; 
Though ' tis a ſaying, fir, not due to me. 

Leon. You will not own it. 

Her. More than miſtreſs of, 
Which comes to me in name of fault, I muſt not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 

(With whom I am accus'd,) I do confeſs, 
I lov'd him, as in honour he requir'd ; 
* With ſuch a kind of love, as might become 
A lady like me; with a love, even ſuch, 
So, and no other, as yourſelf commanded : 
Which not to have done, I think, had been in me 
Both diſobedience and ingratitude, 
To you, and toward your friend ; whoſe love had ſpoke, 
Even ſince it could ſpeak, from an infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now, for conſpiracy, 
I know not how it taſtes ; though it be diſh'd 
For me to try how : all I know of it, 
Is, that Camillo was an honeſt man ; 
And, why he left your court, the gods themſelves, 
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leon. You knew of his departure, as you know 

What you have underta'en to do in his abſence. 
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Her. Sir, 4 
You ſpeak a language that I underſtand not: 1 
My life ſtands in the level of your dreams, 3 
Which I'll lay down. Ihe: | 
Leon. Your actions are my dreams; 


You had a baſtard by Polixenes, | 
And I but dream'd it: As you were paſt all ſhame, 
(Thoſe of your fact are ſo,) ſo paſt all truth: 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails ; . 
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For as 

Thy brat hath been caſt out, like to itſelf, 
No father owning it, (which is, indeed, 
More criminal in thee, than it,) ſo thou 
Shalt feel our juſtice; in whoſe eaſieſt paſſage, 
Look for no leſs than death. 

Her. Sir, ſpare your threats; 
The bug, which you would fright me with, I ſeek. 
To me can lite be no commodity : | 
The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 

J do give loſt ; for I do feel it gone, 

But know not how it went : My ſecond joy, 
And firſt-fruits of my body, from his preſence 
I am barr'd, like one infectious: My third comfort, 
Starr*d moſt unluckily, is from my breaſt, 
'The innocent milk in its moſt innocent mouth, 
Haled out to murder : Myſelf on every poſt 
Proclaim'd a trumpet ; With immodeſt hatred, 
The child-bed privilege denied, which longs 
To women of all faſhion ;—Laſtly, hurried 
Here to this place, i'the open air, before 

T have got ſtrength of limit. Now, my liege, 
Tell me what bleſſings I have here alive, 


That I ſhould fear to die? Therefore, proceed. 


But yet hear this; miſtake me not ;——No! life, 
I prize it not a ſtraw :—but for mine honour, 
(Which I would free,) if I ſhall be condemn'd 
Upon ſurmiſes ; all proofs ſleeping elſe, 
But what your jealouſies awake; I tell you, 
Tis rigour and not law.—Your honours all, 
I do refer me to the oracle 
Apollo be my judge. 

s Lord, This your requeſt 

5 MM 
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Is altogether juſt : therefore, bring forth, 
And in Apollo's name, his oracle. 
| [ Exeunt certain Officers, 

Her. The emperor of Ruſſia was my father: 
O, that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's trial! that he did but ſee 
The flatneſs of my miſery ; yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge ! 


Re-enter Officers, with CLEOMENES and DION. 


Offi. You here ſhall ſwear upon this ſword of juſtice, 
That you, Cleomenes and Dion, have 
Been both at Delphos ; and from thence have brought 
This ſeal'd- up oracle, by the hand deliver'd 
Of great Apollo's prieſt ; and that, ſince then, 
You have not dar'd to break the holy ſeal, 
Nor read the ſecrets in't. 

Cleo. Dion. All this we ſwear. 

Leon. Break up the ſeals, and read. | | 

Offi. [reads.] Hermione 7s chaſte, Polixenes blameleſs, 
Camillo a true ſubject, Leontes a jealous tyrant, bis innocent 
babe truly begotten ; and the king ſhall hive without an heir, 
if that, which is loft, be not found, 

Lords. Now bleſſed be the great Apollo ! 


Her. Praiſed! 
Leon. Haſt thou read truth? | 
Offi. Ay, my lord; even ſo 


As it 1s here ſet down, | 
Leon. There is no truth at all 'the oracle: 
The ſeſſions ſhall proceed; this is mere falſehood. 


Enter 
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Enter à Servant, haſtily. 


Ser. My lord the king, the king! 
Leon. What is the buſineſs : 
Ser. O fir, I ſhall be hated to report it: 
The prince your ſon, with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen's ſpeed, is gone, 
Leon, How! gone? 
Ser. | | Is dead. 
Leon. Apollo's angry ; and the heavens themſelves 
Do ftrike at my injuſtice.” [HERMIONE faints, ] How now 
there ? 
Paul. This news is mortal to the queen: - Look down, 
And ſee what death is doing, | 
Leon. Take her hence: 
Her heart is but o'ercharg'd ; ſhe will recover.— 
J have too much believ'd mine own ſuſpicion :— 
Beſeech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. Apollo, pardon 
[Exeunt PAULINA and ladies, with HERMIONE 
My great profaneneſs *gainſt thine oracle !— 
T'l reconcile me to Polixenes; og 
New woo my queen ; recall the good Camillo ; 
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy : 
For, being tranſported by my jealouſies 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I choſe 
Camillo for the miniſter, to poiſon 
My friend Polixenes : which had been done, 
But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My ſwift command, though I with death, and with 
Reward, did threaten and encourage him, 
Not doing it, and being done : he, moſt humane, 
And fill'd with honour, to my kingly gueſt 
6 | Unclaſp's 


Act 111. WINTER'S TALE, 45 


Unclaſp'd my practice; quit his fortunes here, 
Which you knew great ; and to the certain hazard 
Of all incertainties himſelf commended, 

No richer than his honour :—How he gliſters 
Thorough my ruſt ! and how his piety 

Does my deeds make the blacker ! 


Re-enter PAULINA, 


Paul. Woe the while 
O, cut my lace ; leſt my heart, cracking it, 
Break too 


i Lord. What fit is this, good lady ? 

Paul. What ſtudied torments, tyrant, haft for me ? 
What wheels? racks? fires ? What flaying? boiling. 
In leads, or oils ? what old, or newer torture 
Muſt I receive; whoſe every word deſerves 
To taſte of thy moit worſt? Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jealouſies,.— 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 

For girls of nine !—O, think, what they have done, 

And then run mad, indeed; ſtark mad! for all 

Thy by-gone fooleries were but ſpices of it. 

That thou betray*dſt Polixenes, *twas nothing; 

That did but ſhow thee, of a fool, inconſtant, | 

And damnable ungrateful : nor was't much, | 

Thou would'ſt have poiſon'd good Camillo's honour, | 

To have him kill a king; poor treſpaſſes, i. 

More monſtrous ſtanding by: whereof I reckon 1 | 
| 


The caſting forth to crows thy baby daughter, if 
To be or none, or little ; though a devil | \ 
Would have ſhed water out of fire, ere don't: 


Nor is't directly laid to thee, the death 1 ARES 1 
Of the young prince : whoſe honourable thoughts | | 148 
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(Thoughts high for one ſo tender,) cleft the heart 


That could conceive, a groſs and fooliſh fire 


Blemiſh d his gracious dam : this 1s not, no, 
Laid to thy anſwer : But the laſt, —O, lords, 


When I have ſaid, cry, woe !—the queen, the queen, 
The ſweeteſt, deareſt, creature's dead ; and vengeance for't 
Not dropp'd down yet. | 
1 Lord. Ihe higher powers forbid ! 
Paul, I ſay, ſhe's dead! I'll ſwear't : if word, nor oath, 
Prevail not, go and ſee : if you can bring 
Tincture, or luſtre, in her lip, her eye, 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll ſerve you 
As I would do the gods.—But, O thou tyrant ! 
Do not repent theſe things ; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can ſtir : therefore betake thee 
To nothing but deſpair. A thouſand knees 
Ten thouſand years together, naked, faſting, 
Upon a barren mountain, and ſtill winter 
In ſtorm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wert. 
Leon. Go on, go on: 
Thou canſt not ſpeak too much; I have deſerv'd 
All tongues to talk their bittereſt. 
1 Lord, | Say no more; 
Howe'er the buſineſs goes, you have made fault 
I'the boldneſs of your ſpeech. 
Paul. I am ſorry for't ; 
All faults I 1 when I ſhall come to know them, 
I do repent: Alas, I have ſhow'd too much 
The raſhneſs of a woman: he is touch'd 
To the noble heart.— What's gone, and what's paſt help, 
Should be paſt grief : Do not receive affliction 
At my petition, I beſeech you ; rather 
Let me be puniſh'd, that have minded you 
8 Of 
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Of what you ſhould forget. Now, good my liege, 
Sir, royal fir, forgive a fooliſh woman : 

The love I bore your queen, — lo, fool again !— 
I'll ſpeak of her no more, nor of your children 
I'll not remember you of my own lord, 

Who 1s loſt too : Take your patience to you, 

And I'll fay nothing. | 
Leon. Thou didſt ſpeak but well, 
When moſt the truth ; which I receive much better 

Then to be pitied of thee. Pr'ythee, bring me 

To the dead bodies of my queen, and ſon : 

One grave ſhall be for both; upon them ſhall 

The cauſes of their death appear, unto 

Our ſhame perpetual : Once a day I'll viſit 

The chapel where they lie; and tears, ſhed there, 
Shall be my recreation: So long as 

Nature will bear up with this exerciſe, 

So long I daily vow to uſe it. Come, | 
And lead me to thefe ſorrows, [Exeunt. 17 


SCENE III. 


9 


Bohemia, A deſert country near the ſea. 


Enter ANTIGONUS, with the Child; and a Mariner, 


Ant. Thou art perfect then, our ſhip hath touch'd upon 
The deſerts of Bohemia ? 
Mar. 5 Ay, my lord; and fear 
We have landed in ill time: the ſxies look grimly, 
And threaten preſent bluſters. In my conſcience, 
The heavens with that we have in hand are angry, 
And frown upon us. 
Ant. Their ſacred wills be done e, get aboard; 
Look 
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Look to thy bark; I'll not be long, before 
call upon thee, 
Mar. Make your heſt haſte ; and go not 
Too far i'the land: tis like to be loud weather; 
Beſides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey, that keep upon't. 
Ant. Go thou away; 
I'll follow inſtantly. | 
Mar. I am glad at heart 
To be ſo rid o' the buſineſs, [Exit 
Ant. Come, poor babe — | 
I have heard, (but not believ'd,) the ſpirits of the dead 
May walk again: if ſuch thing be, thy mother 
Appear'd to me laſt night; for ne'er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sometimes her head on one ſide, ſome another ; 
I never ſaw a veſſel of like ſorrow, | | 
So fill'd, and ſo becoming: in pure white robes, 
Like very ſanctity, ſhe did approach + 
My cabin where I lay : thrice bow'd before me ; 
And, gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech, her eyes 
Became two ſpouts : the fury ſpent, anon 
Did this break from her : Good Antigonus, 
Since fate, againſt thy better diſpoſition, 
Hath made thy perſon for the thrower-out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, — 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 
There weep, and leave it crying; and, for the babe 
Is counted loſt for ever, Perdita, 
T pr'ythee, call't : for this ungentle buſi neſs; 
Put on thee by my lord, thou ne er ſhalt ſee 
Thy wife Paulina more :=and fo, with ſhrieks, 
She melted into air. Affrighted much, 
I did in time collect myſelf; and thought 


This 
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This was fo, and no ſlumber. Dreams 'are toys: 
Yet, for this once, yea, ſuperſtitiouſly, 

I will be ſquar'd by this. I do believe, 
Hermione hath ſuffer'd death; and that 

Apollo would, this being indeed the iſſue 

Of king Polixenes, it ſhould here be laid, 

Either for life, or death, upon the earth 

Of its right father, —Bloſſom, ſpeed thee well! 


[ Laying down the child. 


There lie; and there thy character: there theſe; 

| [ Laying down à bundle, 
Which may, if fortune pleaſe, both breed thee, pretty, 
And ſtill reſt thine. —— The ſtorm begins :—Poor wretch, 
That, for thy mother's fault, art thus expos'd 
To loſs, and what may follow !—Weep I cannot, 
But my heart bleeds : and moſt accurs'd am I, 
To be by oath enjoin'd to this.— Farewell! 
The day frowns more and more; thou art like to have 
A lullaby too rough: I never ſaw 
The heavens ſo dim by day. A ſavage clamour ?— 
Well may I get aboard! This 1s the chace ; 
I am gone for ever. [ Exit, purſued by a bear. 


Enter an old Shepherd. 


Shep. I would, there were ne age between ten and 
three-and-twenty ; or that youth would ſleep out the 
reſt : for there 1s nothing in the between but getting 
wenches with child, wronging the ancientry, ſtealing, 
fighting. Hark you now — Would any but theſe boil'd 
brains of nineteen, and two-and-twenty, hunt this wea- 
ther ? They have ſcared away two of my beſt ſheep; 
which, I fear, the wolf will ſooner find, than the maſter : 
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if any where I have them, 'tis by the ſea-ſide, browzing 
on ivy. Good luck, an't be thy will! what have we 
here ? [Taking up the child.) Mercy on's, a barne; a very 
pretty barne! A boy, or a child, I wonder? A pret- 
ty one; a very pretty one: Sure, ſome ſcape : though 
Jam not bookiſh, yet I can read waiting-gentlewoman 
in the ſcape. This has been ſome ftair-work, ſome 
trunk-work, ſome behind-door-work : they were warmer 
that got this, than the poor thing is here. T'll take it 
up for pity : yet T'll tarry till my ſon come; he holla'd 
but even now, Whoa, ho hoa 


Enter Clown. 


Chan. Hilloa, loa ! 

Shep. What, art ſo near? If thou'lt ſee a thing to talk 
on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither, What 
ail'ſt thou, man? 

Clown, I have ſeen two ſuch fights, by ſea, and by 
land but I am not to ſay, it is a ſea, for it is now the 
ſky ; betwixt the firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a 
bodkin's point. 

Shep. Why, boy, how is it? 

Clown. I would, you did but ſee how it chafes, how 
it rages, how it takes up the ſhore! but that's not to the 
point: O, the moſt piteous cry of the poor ſouls! ſome- 
times to ſee em, and not to ſee em: now the ſhip boring 
the moon with her main-maſt ; and anon ſwallow'd with 
yeſt and froth, as you'd thruſt a cork into a hogſhead, 
And then for the land ſervice,—To ſee how the bear tore 
out his ſhoulder-bone ; how he cried to me for help, and 
ſaid, his name was Antigonus, a nobleman :—But to 
make an end of the ſhip :—to ſee how the ſea flap-dragon'd 
It ;:—but, firſt, how the poor ſouls roar'd, and the ſea 

mock' d 
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mock'd them z—and how the poor gentleman roar'd and 
the bear mock'd him, both roaring louder than the ſea, 
or weather. 

Shep. Name of mercy, via was this, boy ? 

Clown. Now, now; I have not wink'd ſince I ſaw theſe 
ſights: the men are not yet cold under water, nor the 
bear half dined on the gentleman ; he's at it now. 

Shep, Would I had been by, to have help'd the old 
man! 

Clown. I would you had been by the ſhip fide, to have 
help'd her; there Tun charity would have lack'd footing. 

[ 4/6 1 

Shep. Heavy matters! heavy matters! but look thee 
here, boy. Now bleſs thyſelf; thou met'ſt with things 
dying, I with things new born. Here's a ſight for thee 
look thee, a bearing cloth for a ſquire's child ! Look thee 


here; take up, take up, boy; open't. So, let's ſee :— 


It was told me, I ſhould be rich by the fairies : this is 
ſome changeling :—open't : What's within, boy ? 

Clown. You're a made old man; if the fins of your 

youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold ! all 
gold! 
Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and *twill prove fo: 
up with it, keep it cloſe ; home, home, the next way. 
We are lucky, boy; and to be ſo ſtill, requires nothing 
but ſecrecy.—Let my ſheep go :—Come, good boy, the 
next way home. 

Clown. Go you the next way -with your findings ; ; 
I'll go ſee if the bear be gone from the gentleman, 
and how much he hath eaten: they are never curſt, but 
when they are hungry : if there be any of him left, I'll 
bury it. 

Shep. That's a good deed : If thou may ſt diſcern by 


1 that 


1 
— — 
— — 


— 
— —— 


3 


— "Cn gd 
ah TTY 0" — 


= OI TITS 
— 
5 * WES 
P—— 
—— — 2 — 


2 
a — 


x x 5 
„ are woo” 
——— * 


— 
— — 


—_ — . >” 


3 
* 


— TS 
— —. 


— — 
— 
** 


It — 


— __ 


at 
v 
wm 
. 
15 
: 
i 3 
1 
14 
: 


— 
5 1 — 
— — —ͤ——ä— 


—̃ — 
— 5 * 
— —— 
LE. . - WP 
— MO 5 ERP. 4 


= - < ww 
— — 
— — 
— 


——_— 
— Td ag 


a” pe w—— 


= + 


— 


— 


— 


52 WINTER'S TALE. Act 111. 


that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to the 
ſight of him. 


_ Clown. Marry, will I; and you ſhall help to put him 
1'the ground. 


Shep. Tis a lucky day, boy; and we'll do good deeds 
on't. Exeunt. 
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Enter Time, as Chorus. 


Time. I. — that pleaſe ſome, try all; both joy, and terror, 


Of good and bad; that make, and unfold error. — 
Now take upon me, in the name of Time, 

To uſe my wings. Impute it not a crime, 

To me, or my ſwift paſſage, that I ſlide 

O'er fixteen years, and leave the growth untried 
Of that wide gap; ſince it is in my power 

To o'erthrow law, and in one ſelf- born hour 

To plant and o'erwhelm cuſtom : Let me paſs 
The ſame I am, ere ancient'ſt order was, 

Or what is now receiv'd ; I witneſs to 

The times that brought them in; ſo ſhall I do 
To the freſheſt things now reigning ; and make ſtale 
The gliſtering of this preſent, as my tale 

Now ſeems to it. Your patience this allowing, 

I turn my glaſs; and give my ſcene ſuch growing, 
As you had ſlept between. Leontes leaving 

The effects of his fond jealouſies; ſo grieving, 
That he ſhuts up himſelf ; imagine me, 

Gentle ſpectators, that I now may be 

In fair Bohemia ; and remember well, 

I mentioned a ſon o'the king's, which Florizel 

I now name to you; and with ſpeed ſo pace 

To ſpeak of Perdita, now grown in grace 
Equal with wond'ring: What of her enſues, 

I lit not prophecy ; but let Time's news 
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Be known, when *tis brought forth: —a ſhepherd's 
daughter, 

And what to her adheres, which follows after, 

Is the argument of time : Of this allow, 

If ever you have ſpent time worſe ere now; 

If never yet, that Time himſelf doth ſay, 

He wiſhes earneſtly you never may. [ Ext. 


SCENE I. 


The ſame. A Room in the Palace of Polixenes. 


Enter POLIXENES d CAMILLO. 


Pol. I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more impor- 
tunate : tis a ſickneſs, denying thee any thing; a death, 
to grant this. 

Cam. It is fifteen years, fince I ſaw my country: 
though I have, for the moſt part, been aired abroad, I 
deſire to lay my bones there. Beſides, the penitent king, 
my maſter, hath ſent for me: to whoſe feeling ſorrows I 
might be ſome allay, or I o'erween to think ſo; which is 
another ſpur to my departure. | 

Pol. As thou loveſt me, Camillo, wipe not out the 
reſt of thy ſervices, by leaving me now : the need I 
have of thee, thine own goodneſs hath made; better 
not to have had thee, than thus to want thee : thou, 
having made me buſineſſes, which none, without thee, 
can ſufficiently manage, mutt either ſtay to execute them 
thyſelf, or take away with thee the very ſervices thou haſt 
done: which if I have not enough conſider'd, (as too 
much I cannot,) to be more thankful: to thee, ſhall be 


my 
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my ſtudy; and my profit therein, the heaping friend- 
ſhips. Of that fatal country Sicilia, pr'ythee ſpeak no 
more: whoſe very naming puniſhes me with the remem- 
brance of that penitent, as thou call'ſt him, and recon- 
ciled king, my brother; whoſe loſs of his moſt precious 
queen, and children, are even now to be afreſh lamented. 
Say to me, when ſaw'ſt thou the prince Florizel my ſon ? 
Kings are no leſs unhappy, their iſſue not being gracious, 
than they are in loſing them, when they have approved 
their virtues, AS 

Cam, Sir, it is three days, ſince I ſaw the prince: 
What his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown: 
but I have, miſſingly, noted, he is of late much retired 
from court; and is leſs frequent to his princely exerciſes, 
than formerly he hath appeared. 

Pol. J have conſidered ſo much, Camillo; and with 
ſome care; ſo far, that I have eyes under my ſervice, 
which look upon his removedneſs : from whom I have 
this intelligence; That he 1s ſeldom from the houſe of a 
moſt homely ſhepherd ; a man, they ſay, that from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbours, is 
grown into an unſpeakable eſtate, 

Cam, I have heard, fir, of ſuch a man, who hath a 
daughter of moſt rare note: the report of her is ex- 
tended more, than can be thought to begin from ſuch a 
cottage. OE 

Pol. That's likewiſe part of my intelligence. But, I 
fear the angle that plucks our ſon thither. Thou ſhalt 
accompany us to the place : where we will, not appearing 
what we are, have ſome queſtion with the ſhepherd ; from 
whoſe ſimplicity, I think it not uneaſy to get the cauſe 
of my ſon's reſort thither. Pr'ythee, be my preſent 
partner in this buſineſs, and lay aſide the thoughts of 
Sicilia. 
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Cam, I willingly obey your command. 
Pol. "ap beſt Camillo!—We muſt diſguiſe ourſelves. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
The ſame. A Road near the Shepherd's Cottage, 


Enter AUTOLYCUS, /inging. 


When daffodils begin to peer, 
With, beigh ! the doxy over the dale,— 
Why, then comes in the ſaveet o'the year 
For the red blood reigns in the winter's pale, 


The white ſheet bleaching on the hedge ,— 

With, hey ! the ſeveet birds, O, how they fe, ing | = 
Deth ſet my pugging tooth on edge; 

For a quart of ale is a diſh for a hing. 


The lark, that tirra-lirra chants.— 

With, hey ! with, hey! the thruſb and the jay ;— 
Are ſummer ſongs for me and my aunts, 

While aue lie tumbling in the hay. 


I have ferv'd prince Florizel, and, in my time, worth 
three-pile ; but now I am ovut of ſervice : 


But ſhall I go mourn for that, my dear? 
The pale moon ſhines by night : 
And when I wander here and there, 
I then do moſt go right. 


If tinkers may have leave to live, 
And bear the ſow-ſkin budget ; 
Then my account I well may give, 

And in the flocks avouch it. 
6 | My 
1 | 
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My traffick is ſheets ; when the kite builds, look to leſſer 
linen. My father named me, Autolycus; who, being, 
as I am, litter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe a ſnapper- 
up of unconſidered trifles: With die, and drab, 1 pur- 
chaſed this capariſon ; and my revenue is the filly cheat: 
Gallows, and knock, are too powerful on the highway : 
beating, and hanging, are terrors to me; for the life to 
come, I ſleep out the thought of it. A prize! a prize! 


Enter Clown. 


Clown, Let me ſee :—Every leven wether tods ; 
every tod yields—pound and odd ſhilling : fifteen hun- 
dred ſhorn,— What comes the Wool to? | 


Aut. If the ſpringe hold, the cock's mine. [Afide. 


(logon. I cannot do't without counters.—Let me ſee; 
what am I to buy for our ſheep-ſhearing feaſt ? Three pound 
of ſugar ; five pound of currants ; rice What will this 
ſiſter of mine do with rice? But my father hath made her 
miſtreſs of the feaſt, and ſhe lays it on. She hath made 
me four and twenty noſegays for the ſhearers: three- man 
ſong-men all, and very good ones; but they are moſt of 
them means and baſes: but one Puritan amongſt them, 
and he ſings pſalms to horapipes. I muſt have ſaffron, 
to colour the warden pies ; mace,—dates,—none ; that's 
out of my note: nutmegs, ſeven ; a race, or two, of gin- 


ger ;—but that I may beg ;—four pound of prunes, and as 


many of raiſins 'the ſun, 
Aut. O, that ever I was born ! I Groweling on the ground. 
Clown. I'the name of me, | | 
Aut. O, help me, help me! pluck but off theſe rags ; 
and then, death, death 
Clown, Alack, poor ſoul ; thou haſt peed of more rags 
to lay on thee, rather than have theſe off. 


Ant. 


2 . 
— 5 


” 
— . — — 
ns a - - — 2 — - NE n — — * 
1 : — 42 1 5 i tbe - % RE — 3 * —— 
—— «A _ _ A — ws — — 5 — — — 
2 * 4 > — , — - as - — — - 7 — — 8 — S n 
FRY — 932 — — - cn — * — _ - wan _ * = _ — 
_ — 3 On —— — — . E y — * — ; _ 2 
— — ———— 63 — — — —— — 
= 2 — — 0 — 2 Wan - 
1 N — — _ 
=_ a — _ 
Y — w ado — = 


— — 


—— 


— — 


„ 


— 2 — 
4 "I 8 
5 22 - 


— Q: —ů — 


wry — I 
* 


r 


— — 0 


—— — 


— p — ˖ — —— 


EF „ 
*r 


—— 
1 


1 222 es tte 


_—_ 
r 


. ²*˙¾ A 


* 


58 WINTER'S TAL E. Act iv. 


Aut, O, fir, the loathſomeneſs of them offends me 
more than the ſtripes I have receiv'd ; which are mighty 
ones, and millions. 

Clown. Alas, poor man! a million of beating may 
come to a great matter. 

Aut. J am robb'd, fir, and beaten z my money and ap- 
parel ta'en from me, and theſe deteſtable things put upon 
me. 

Chan. What, by a horſe-man, or a foot-man ? 

Aut. A foot-man, ſweet ſir, a foot- man. 

Clown. Indeed, he ſhould be a foot-man, by the gar- 
ments he hath left with thee; if this be a horſe-man's 
coat, it hath ſeen very hot ſervice. Lend me thy hand, 
I'II help thee: come, lend me thy hand. ¶ Helping him up. 

Aut. O! good fir, tenderly, oh! 

Clown. Alas, poor ſoul. 

Aut. O, good fir, ſoftly, good fir : I fear, fir, my ſhoul- 
der- blade is out. 

Clown. How now? canſt ſtand? 

Aut, Softly, dear fir ; [picks his pocket.] good fir, ſoftly x 
you ha' done me a charitable office. 

Clown, Doſt lack any money? I bave a little money for 
thee. 

Aut. No, good ſweet fir; no, I beſeech you, fir: I 
have a kinſman not paſt three quarters of a mile hence, 
unto whom I was going; I ſhall there have money, or 

any thing I want: Offer me no oy I pray you; 
that kills my heart. 

Clown, What manner of fellow was he that robb'd 
you ? 

Aut. A fellow, fir, that I have known to go about 
with trol-my-dames : I knew him once a ſervant of the 
prince; I cannot tell, good fir, for which of his virtues 
it was, but he was certainly whipp'd out of the court. 

Clown, 
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Clown. His vices, you would fay; there's no virtue 
 whipp'd out of the court: they cheriſh it, to make it ſtay 
there; and yet it will no more but abide, 

Aut. Vices I would ſay, fir. I know this man well: 
he hath been ſince an ape-bearer; then a proceſs-ſerver, 


a bailiff; then he compaſs'd a motion of the prodigal ſon, - 


and married a tinker's wife within a mile where my land 
and living lies; and, having flown over many knaviſh 
profeſſions, he ſettled only in rogue: ſome call him 
Autolycus. 

Clown. Out upon him ! Pris, for my life, prig: he 
haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. 

Aut. Very true, fir ; he, fir, he; that's the rogue, that 
put me into this apparel. 

Cloaun. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia; if 
you had but look'd big, and ſpit at him, he'd have run. 


Aut. J muſt confeſs to you, fir, J am no fighter; I am 


falſe of heart' that way ; and that he knew, I warrant 
him. | 
Clown. How do you now ? 


Aut. Sweet fir, much better than I was ; I can "ER 
and walk : I will take my leave of you , and pace ſoftly 


towards my kinſman's. 
Clown. Shall I bring thee on the way ? 
Aut, No, good-faced fir : no, ſweet fir. 
Clown. Then fare thee well; I muſt go buy ſpices for 
our ſheep-ſhearing. | 
Aut. Proſper you, ſweet fir !—[ Exit Clown.] Your 
purſe is not hot enough to purchaſe your ſpice. I'Il be 
with you at your ſheep-ſhearing too: If I make not this 
cheat bring out another, and the ſhearers prove ſheep, let 
me be unroll'd, and my name put in the book of virtue! 
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Jog on, jog on, the foot-path way, 
And merrily bent the ſtile-a : 
A merry heart goes all the day, 
Your ſad tires in a mile-a. [Exit. 


SCENE III. 
The ſame, A Shepherd's: Cottage. 


Enter FLORIZEL and PERDITA. 


Flo. Theſe your unuſual weeds to each part of you 
Do give a life : no ſhepherdeſs ; but Flora, 
Peering in April's front. This your ſheep-ſhearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the queen on't. 
Perc Sir, my gracious lord, 
To chide at your extremes, it not becomes me z 
O, pardon, that I name them : your high ſelf, 
The gracious mark o'the land, you have obſcur'd 
With a ſwain's wearing ; and me, poor lowly maid, 
Moſt goddeſslike prank'd up: But that our feaſts 
In every meſs have folly, and the feeders 
Digeſt it with a cuſtom, I ſhould bluſh 
To ſee you ſo attired; ſworn, I thank - 
To ſhow myſelf a as — 75 8 | 

Flo. | I bleſs ks Hans; | 
When my good falcon made _ Fight: acroſs | 
Thy father's ground. 8 

Per. Now 1 e afford you ent 
To me, the difference forges dread ; your greatneſs 
Hath not been us'd to fear. Even now I tremble 
To think, your father, by ſome accident, 
Should paſs this way, as you did : O, the fates ! 
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Act 1v. WINTER'S TALE. | G1 


How would he look, to ſee his work, ſo noble, 
Vilely bound up? What would he ſay? Or how 
Should I, in theſe my borrow'd flaunts, behold 
The ſternneſs of his preſence ? 

Flo. | Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity. The gods themſelves, 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The ſhapes of beaſts upon them: Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd ; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-rob'd god, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble ſwain, 
As I ſeem now : Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer ; 
Nor in a way ſo chaſte : ſince my defires 
Run not before-mine honour ; nor my luſts 
Burn hotter than my faith, | 

Per, O but, dear ſir, 
Your reſolution cannot hold, when *tis 
Oppos'd, as it muſt be, by the power o'the king: 
One of theſe two muſt be neceſſities, 
Which then will ſpeak ; that you muſt change this purpoſe, 
Or I my life, : | 

Flo. Thou deareſt Perdita, 

With theſe forc'd thoughts, I pr'ythee darken not 
The mirth o'the feaſt : Or I'll be thine, my fair, 
Or not my father's: for I cannot be 

Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 

I be not thine : to this I am moſt conſtant, 
Though deſtiny ſay, no. Be merry, gentle; 
Strangle ſuch thoughts as theſe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Vour gueſts are coming: 
Lift up your countenance ; as it were the day 

Of celebration of that nuptial, which 

We two have ſworn ſhall come. 


Per. 
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62 WINTER'S TALE. Act iv. 


Per. | — 0 lady fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious ! 


Enter Shepherd, 4uith POLIXENES and CAMILLO, di/- 
guiſed; Clown, Moysa, DoRCas, and others. 


Flo. | See, your gueſts approach : 
Addreſs yourſelf to entertain them {prightly, 
And let's be red with mirth. 
Shep. Fye, daughter! when my old wife liv'd, upon 
'This day, ſhe was both pantler, butler, cook ; 
Both dame and ſervant : welcom'd all; ſerv'd all: 
Would ſing her ſong, and dance her turn : now here, 
At upper end o'the table, now, the middle; 
On his ſhoulder, and his: her face o' fire 
With labour; and the thing, ſhe took to quench it, 
She would to each one ſip : You are retir'd, 
As if you were a feaſted one, and not 
The hoſteſs of the meeting: Pray you, bid 
Theſe unknown friends to us welcome: for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your bluſhes ; and preſent yourſelf 
That which you are, miſtreſs o'the feaſt : Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your ſheep-ſhearing, 
As your Fore: flock ſhall proſper. 
Per. Welcome, fir! [To Por. 
It is my father s will, I ſhould take on me 
The hoſteſsſhip o'the ay ;—You're welcome, fir! 
[To CAMILLO, 
Give me thoſe flowers there, Dorcas,—Reverend firs, 
For you there's roſemary, and rue; theſe keep 
Seeming, and favour, all the winter long : 
Grace, and remembrance, be to you both, 
And welcome to our ſhearidg ! | 
| EE. Es, Pol. 
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Pol. Shepherdeſs, 
(A fair one are you,) well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 
Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, — 
Not yet on ſummer's death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, —the faireſt flowers o' the ſeaſon 
Are our carnations, and ſtreak'd gillyflowers, 
Which ſome call, nature's baſtards: of that kind 
Our ruſtic garden's barren; and I care not 
To get ſlips of them, 1 
Pol. Wherefore, gentle nfaiden, 
Do you neglect them ? 
Per. For I have heard it ſaid, 
There is an art, which, in their piedneſs, ſhares 
With great creating nature. 
Pol. ; Say, there be; 
Yet nature is made better by no mean, 
But nature makes that mean: ſo, o'er that art, 
Which, you ſay, adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes. You ſee, ſweet maid, we marry 
A gentle ſcion to the wildeſt ſtock ; 
And make conceive a bark of baſer kind 
By bud of nobler race: This is an art 
Which does mend nature,—change it rather : but 
The art itſelf is nature. 
Per. | | 80 it is. 
Pol. Then make your garden rich in gillyflowers, 
And do not call them baſtards. 
Per. I'll not put 
The dibble in earth to ſet one flip of them: 
No more than, were I painted, I would wiſh 
This youth ſhould ſay, twere well; and only therefore 
Deſire to breed by me.— Here's flowers for you 
Hot lavender, mints, ſavory, marjoram; 
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The marigold, that goes to bed with the ſun, 
And with him riſes weeping : theſe are flowers 
Of middle ſummer, and, I think, they are given 
To men of middle age : You are very welcome. 
Cam. T ſhould leave grazing, were I of your flock, 
And only hve by gazing. 
Pex. Out, alas! 
You'd be ſo lean, that blaſts of January 
Would blow you through and through. Now, my fairen 
friend, 
I would, I had ſome flowers o'the ſpring, that might 
Become your time of day; and yours, and yours; 
That wear upon your virgin branches yet: 
Your maidenbeads growing :—O Proſerpina, 
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let'ſt fall 
From Dis's waggon ! daffadils, 
That come before the ſwallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty; violets, dun, 
But ſweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 
Or Cytherea's breath ; pale primroſes, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his ſtrength, a malady 
Moſt incident to maids ; bold oxlips, and 
The crown imperial; lilies of all kinds, 
The flower-de-luce being one ! O, theſe I lack, 
To make you garlands of ; and, my ſweet friend, 
To ſtrew him o'er and o'er. 
Flo. What ? like a corſe ? 
Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on; 
Not like a corſe: or if, - not to he buried, 
But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your flowers: 
Methinks, I play as I have ſeen them do 
In Whitſun' paſtorals: ſure, this robe of mine 
Does change my — 
Fla. 
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Flo. What you do, 

Still betters what is done. When you ſpeak, ſweet, 
I'd have you do it ever: when you ſing, 

I'd have you buy and ſell fo; ſo give alms 

Pray fo; and, for the ordering your affairs, 

To ang them too: When you do dance, I wiſh ou 
A wave o'the ſea, that you might ever do 

Nothing but that; move ſtill, till ſo, and own 

No other don ien Each your doing, 

So ſingular in each particular, 

Crowns what you are doing in the preſent deeds, 
That all your acts are queens. 

Per. O Doricles, 

Your praiſes are too large: but that your youth, 
And the true blood, which fairly peeps through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unſtain'd ſhepherd j 
With wiſdom I might fear, my Doricles, 

You woo'd me the falſe, way. 

Flo. J think, you have 
As little {kill to fear, as I have purpoſe 
To put you to't.—But, come ; our dance, I pray : 
Your hand, my Perdita: ſo turtles pair, 

That never mean to part. 

Per. III ſwear for em. 

Pol. This is the prettieſt low-born laſs, that ever 
Ran on the green- ſward: nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, 
But ſmacks of ſomething greater than herſelf; 

Too noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells her ſomething, 

That makes her blood look out: Good ſooth, we i is 
The queen of curds and cream. 


Clown. Come on, Arike up. | 


Dor. Mopſa mul be your miſtreſs: marry, garlick, 
To mend her kiſſing with. — pre, 
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Mop. Now, in good time! 
Clown. Not a word, a word; we ſtand upon our man- 
ners.— | 
Come, ſtrike up, [ Mujick, 


Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 


Pol. Pray, good ſhepherd, what 
Fair ſwain is this, which dances with your daughter ? ? 
Shep. They call him Doricles ; and he boaſts himſelf 
To have a worthy feeding : but I have it 
Upon his own report, and ] believe it; 
He looks like ſooth: He ſays, he loves my daughter; 
I think ſo too; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll ſtand, and read, 
As *twere, my daughter's eyes : and, to be plain, 
I think, there is not half a kiſs to chooſe, 
Who loves another beſt. | 
Pol. She dances featly. 
Shep. So ſhe does any thing ; though I report it, 
That ſhould be filent : if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. O maſter, if you did but hear the pedler at the 
door, you would never dance again after a tabor and 
pipe; no, the bagpipe could not move you: be fings ſe- 
veral tunes, faſter than you'll tell money ; he utters them 
as he had eaten ballads, and all men's ears grew to his 
tunes. 

Clown. He could never come better? he ſhall come in: 
I love a ballad but even too well; if it be doleful matter, 
| | merrily 
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merrily ſet down, or a very n thing indeed, and 
ſung lamentably. 

Ser. He hath ſongs, for man, or woman, of all ſizes; 
no milliner can ſo fit his cuſtomers with gloves : he has 
the prettieſt love-ſongs for maids; ſo without bawdry, 
which is ſtrange ; with ſuch delicate burdens of dildos 
and fadings: jump her and thump ber; and where ſome 

ſtretch- mouth'd raſcal would, as it were, mean miſ⸗ 
chief, and break a foul gap into the matter, he makes the 
maid to anſwer, Whoop, do me no harm, good man; puts 


him off, flights him, with J}/ hoop, do me no harm, good 


man. 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Chwn. Believe me, thou talkeſt of an admirable-con- 
ceited fellow. Has he any unbraided wares ? 

Ser. He hath ribands of all the colours the rainbow; 
points, more than all the lawyers in Bohemia can learn- 
edly handle, though they come to him by the groſs ; 
inkles, caddiſſes, cambricks, lawns : why, he ſings them 
over, as they were gods or goddeſſes ; you would think, 
a ſmock were a ſhe-angel ; he ſo chants to the lee ve. 
hand, and the work about the ſquare on't. 

Clown. Pr'ythee bring him in; and let him approach 
ſinging. 


Per. Forewarn him, that he uſe no ſcurrilous words in 
his tunes. 


Clown. You have of theſe pedlers, that have more in 
em than you'd think, ſiſter. 


Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 


Enter AUTOLYCUs, ſinging. 


_ Lawn, as white as driven ſnow ; 
Cyprus, black as cer was crow ; 
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Gloves, as ſeveet as damaſe roſes ; 
Maſks for faces, and for noſes; 
Bugle bracelet, necklace-amber, 
Perfume for a lady's chamber: 
Golden quoiſs, and flomachers, 

For my lads to give their dears ; 
Pias, and poking-ſticks of leet, 
What maids lack from head to heel : 
Come, buy of me, come; come buy, come buy z 
Buy, lads, or elſe your laſſes cry: 
Come, buy, &c. 


haun. If I were not in love with Mopſa, thou ſhould'ſt 
take no money of me; but being enthrall'd as I am, it 
will alſo be the bondage of certain ribands and gloves. 
Mop. IT was promiſed them againſt the feaſt ; but they 
come not too late now. VE 
Dor. He hath promiſed you more than that, or there be 


liars. 


Mop. He hath paid you all he promiſed you : may be,, 
he has paid you more; which will ſhame you to give him 


again. 


Clown, Is there no manners left among maids ? will 
they wear their plackets, where they ſhould bear their 
faces ? Is there not milking-time, when you are going to 
bed, or kiln-hole, to whiſtle off theſe ſecrets ; but you 
muſt be tittle-tattling before all our gueſts? *Tis well 
they are whiſpering : Clamour your tongues, and not a 
word more. 


Mop. I have done. Come, you promiſed me a tawdry 


lace, and a pair of ſweet gloves. | | 
Clown, Have I not told thee, how I was cozen'd by 
the way, and loſt all my money *? _ 


Aut... 
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Aut. And, indeed, fir, there are cozeners abroad; there- 


fore it behoves men to be wary. 


Clozwn. Fear not thou, man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing 


here. 

Aut. T hope ſo, fir; for I have about me many parcels 
of charge, 

Clown, What haſt here? ballads ? 

Mop. Pray now, buy ſome: I love a ballad in print, 
a'-life ; for then we are ſure they are true. 

Aut. Here's one, to a very doleful tune, How a uſurer*s 
wife was brought to bed of twenty money-bags at a bur- 
den; and how the long'd to eat adder's heads, and toads 
carbonado'd, 

Mop. Is it true, think you ? 

Aut. Very true: and but a month old. 

Dor. Bleſs me from marrying a uſurer ! 


Aut. Here's the midwife's name to't, one miſtreſs 


Taleporter ; and five or fix honeſt wives, that were pre- 
ſent : Why ſhould I carry lies abroad? 

Mop. *Pray you now, buy it. 

Clown. Come on, lay it by: And let's firft ſee more 
ballads ; we'll buy the other things anon. 

Aut. Here's another ballad, Of a fiſh, that appear'd up- 


on the coaſt, on Wedneſday the fourſcore of April, forty 
thouſand fathom above water, and ſung this bal lad againſt 


the hard hearts of maids : it was thought, ſhe was a wo- 
man, and was turn'd into a cold fiſh, for ſhe would not 
exchange fleſh with one that lov'd her; The ballad is 
very pitiful, and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you ? 

Aut. Five juſtices' hands at it; and witneſſes, more 


than my pack will hold. 


| Clown. Lay it by too: Another, | | 
Aut, This is a merry ballad; but a very pretty one. 


F 3 Mop. 
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Mop. Let's have ſome merry ones. 

Aut. Why, this is a paſſing merry one; and goes to the 
tune of, Two maids wooing a man : there's ſcarce a maid 
weſtward, but the ſings it; 'tis in requeſt, I can tell you. 

Mop. We can both ſing it; if thoul't bear a part, thou 
ſhalt hear; *tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on't a month ago. | 

Aut. J can bear my part; you muſt know, tis my oc- 
cupation : have at it with you, 


. 


A. Get you hence, for I muſt go; 
Where, it fits not you to know. 
D. Whither * M. O, whither ? D. Whither P 
M. It becomes thy oath full well, 
Thou to me thy ſecrets tell: 
D. Me too, let me go thither. 


M. Or thou go ſt to the grange, or mill: 
D. If to either, thou doſt ill. | 
A. Neither. D. What, neither ® A. Neither. 
D. Thou haſt ſworn my love to be; 
M. Thou haſt ſworn it more to me: 
Then, whither go'ſt ? ſay, whither ? 


Clown. We'll have this ſorg out anon by ourſelves ; 
My father and the gentlemen are in fad talk, and we'll 
not trouble them: Come, bring away thy pack after me. 
Wenches, I'll buy for you both :—Pedler, lets have the 


rſt choice. —Follow me, girls. p 
Aut. And you ſhall pay well for em. LAlde. 
_ vill you buy any tape, 
Or lace for your cape, 


My dainty duck, my dear-a ? 


7 +” 
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Any filk, any thread, 
Any toys for your head, 
Of the new'ſt, and fin'ft, fin ſt wwear-a ? 
Come to the pedler; | 
Money's a medler, 
That doth utter all men's ware-a. 


[Exeunt Clown, AUTOLYCUS, DORCAS, an. 
Mops. 


Enter à Servant. 


Ser. Maſter, there is three carters, three ſhepherds, 
three neat-herds, three ſwine-herds, that have made them- 
ſelves all men of hair; they call themſelves ſaltiers: and 
they have a dance which the wenches ſay is a gallimaufry 
of gambols, becauſe they are not in't: but they them- 
ſelves are o'the mind, (if it be not too rough for ſome, 
that know little but bowling,) it will pleaſe plentifully. 

Shep. Away! we'll none on't ; here has been too much 
homely foolery already :—I know, fir, we weary you. 

Pol. You weary thoſe, that refreſh us : Pray, let's ſee 
theſe four threes of herdſmen. ; 

Ser. One three of them, by their own report, fir, hath 
danced before the king ; and not the worſt of the three, 
but jumps twelve foot and a half by the ſquire. 

Shep. Leave your prating; ſince theſe good men are 
pleaſed, let them come in; but quickly now. | 

Ser. Why, they ſtay at door, fir. [Exit. 


Re-enter Servant, with twelve ruflicks habited like Satyrs. 
They dance, and then exeunt, 


Pol. O, father, you'll know more of that hereafter, 
Is it not too far gone ?—"Tis time to part them. 
| F 4 Ge He's 
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He's ſimple, and tells much. [Aſide. I How now, fair 
ſhepherd ? 

Your heart is full of ſomething, that does take 

Your mind from feaſting. Sooth, when I was young, 

And handed love, as you do, I was wont 

Jo load my ſhe with knacks: I would have ranſack'd 

The pedler's ſilken treaſury, and have pour'd it 

To her acceptance ; you have let him go, 

And nothing marted with him: If your laſs 

Interpretation ſhould abuſe ; and call this, 

Your lack of love, or bounty ; you were ſtraited 

For a reply, at leaſt, if you make a care 

Of happy holding her, 

Flo. | Old fir, I know 
She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are : | 
The gifts, ſhe looks from me, are pack'd and lock'd 
Up in my heart; which I have given already, 

But not deliver'd.—O, hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient fir, who, it ſhould ſeem, 

Hath ſometime lov'd: I take thy hand ; this hand, 
As ſoft as dove's down, and as white as it; 

Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd ſnow, 

That's bolted by the northern blaſts twice o'er. 
Pol. What follows this? | | 
How prettily the young ſwain ſeems to waſh 

The hand, was fair before I have put you out :— 
But to your proteſtation ; let me hear 

What you profeſs. 

Flo. Do, and be witneſs tot. 

Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 
Than he, and men ; the earth, the heavens, and all: 
That,—were I crown'd the moſt imperial monarch, 
Thereof moſt worthy ; were I the faireſt youth 

I | | That 
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That ever made eye ſwerve ; had force, and knowledge, 
More than was ever man's,—I would not prize them, 
Without her love: for her, employ them all; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her ſervice, 
Or to their own perdition. 
Pol. | Fairly offer'd. 
Cam. This ſhows a ſound affection. 

Shep. | Put, my daughter, 
Say you the like to him? 

me” I cannot ſpeak 
So well, nothing ſo well; no, nor mean better: 

By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 

Shep. Take hands, a bargain; 
And, friends unknown, you ſhall bear witneſs to't: 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. | 

Flo. O, that muſt be 
I'the virtue of your daughter: one being dead, 

J thall have more than you can dream of yet; 
Enough then for your wonder: But, come on, 
Contract us fore theſe witneſſes. 


Sbep. Come, your hand ;—— 
And, daughter, yours. 
Pol. | | Soft, ſwain, a while, *beſeech you; 
Have you a father ? | | 
Flo. I have : But what of him ? 
Pol. Knows he of this ? 
Flo. | He neither does, nor ſhall. 


Pol. Methinks, a father 
Is, at the nuptial of his ſon, a gueſt 


That beſt becomes the table. Pray you, once more 


Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reaſonable affairs? is he not ſtupid 


With 


— 


— 
——— — - — er or. ⏑— oe ate roger ore tn - — 
© 2 — 3 - . 5 8 


* 2 * — —_—_ 


> 


F 
* D : 


„ 
a. 


| 
| 
: 
| 
| 
| 


5 b K \ 1 LD oi - — 
3 S e SS . 
oy . 


- WINTER'S TALE, 


With age, and altering rheums ? Can he ſpeak ? hear ? 


Know man from man ? diſpute his own eſtate ? 
Lies he not bed-rid ? and again does nothing, 
But what he did being childiſh ? 

Flo. No, good fir ; 
He has his health, and ampler ſtrength, indeed, 
Than moſt have of his age. 

Pal. . | By my white beard, 
You offer him, if this be ſo, a wrong 
Something unfilial : Reaſon, my ſon 
Should chooſe himſelf a wife ; but as good reaſon, 
The father, (all whoſe joy is nothing elſe 


But fair poſterity,) ſhould hold ſome counſel 


In ſuch a buſineſs. | 

Flo. | I yield all this; 
But, for ſome other reaſons, my grave fir, 
Which *tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My father of this buſineſs. 


Pol. Let him know't. 
Flo. He ſhall not. 


Pol. | Pr'ythee, let him. 


Flo. No, he muſt not. 
 Shep. Let him, my ſon; he ſhall not need to grieve 


At knowing of thy choice. 


Flo. Come, come he muſt not :— 
Mark our contra. | | 
Pol. Mark your divorce, young ſir, 


[ Diſcovering himſelſ. 


Whom fon I dare not call; thou art too baſe 
To be acknowledg'd: Thou a ſcepter's heir, 


That thus affect'ſ a ſheep-hook !—Thou old traitor, 


I am ſorry, that, by hanging thee, I can but 


Shorten thy life one week. And thou, freſh piece 
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Of excellent witchcraft ; who, of force, muſt know 


The royal fool thou cop'ſt with. 

Shep. Z O, my heart! 

Pol. I'll have thy beauty ſcratch'd with briars, and made 

More homely than thy ſtate.—PFor thee, fond boy, 
If I may ever know, thou doſt but ſigh, 
That thou no more ſhalt ſee this knack, (as never 
I mean thou ſhalt,) we'll bar thee from ſucceſſion ; 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our kin, 
Far than Deucalion off: Mark thou my words; 
Follow us to the court.—Thou churl, for this time, 
Though full of our diſpleaſure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it.— And you, 22 — 
Worthy enough a herdſman; yea, him too, 
That makes himſelf, but for our honour therein, 
Unworthy thee, —if ever, henceforth, thou 
Theſe rural latches to his entrance open, 


Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 


I will deviſe a death as cruel for thee, 
As thou art tender to't. [ Exit. 


Per. Even here undone ! 


I was not much afeard: for once, or twice, 


I was about to ſpeak ; and tell him plainly, 
The ſelfsame ſun, that ſhines upon his court, 
Hides not his viſage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike.—Wilt pleaſe you, fir, be gone ? 


[To FLORIZIL. 


I told you, what would come of this: Beſeech you, 


Of your own ſtate take care: this dream of mine,— 
Being now awake, I'll queen it no inch further, 
But milk my ewes, and weep. 


Cam. Why, how now, father ? 
Speak, ere thou dieſt. | 
Shep. I cannot ſpeak, nor think, 


Nor 
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Nor dare to know that which I know.—O, fir, 
(To FLORIZEL. 
You have undone a man of fourſcore three, 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet; yea, 
To die upon the bed my father died, 
To he cloſe by his honeſt bones : but now 
Some hangman muſt put on my ſhroud, and lay me 
Where no prieſt ſhovels-in duſt.—O curſed wretch ! 
f Ta PERDITA. 
That knew'ſt this was the prince, and would'ſt adventure 
To mingle faith with him.—Undone ! undone! | 
Tf I might die within this hour, I have liv'd 
To die when I deſire, [Ex. 
Flo. Why look you ſo upon me ? 
I am but ſorry, not afeard ; delay'd, 
But nothing alter'd : What I was, I am: 
More ſtraining on, for plucking back; not following 
My leafh unwillingly. 
Cam. Gracious my lord, 


You know your father's temper : at this time 


He will allow no ſpeech, —which, I do gueſs, 
You do not purpoſe to him ;—and as hardly 
Will he endure your ſight as yet, I fear: 
Then, till the fury of his highneſs ſettle, 
Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpoſe it. 


I think, Camillo. 


Cam. Even he, my lord. 
Per. How often have I told you, twould be thu ? 


Ho often ſaid, my dignity would laſt 


But till *twere known? 
Flo. oh; It cannot fail, but by 
The violation of my faith; And then 
Let nature cruſh the fides o' the earth together, 
| And 
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And mar the ſeeds within Lift up thy looks :— 
From my ſucceſſion wipe me, father! I 
Am heir to my affection. 
Cam. Be advis'd. 
Flo. I am; and by my fancy: if my reaſon 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reaſon ; 
If not, my ſenſes, better pleas'd with madneſs, 
Do bid it welcome. 
Cam. 8 This is deſperate, ſir. 
Flo. So call it: but it does fulfil my vow ; 
I needs muſt think it honeſty, Camillo, 
Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean'd ; for all the ſun ſees, or 
The cloſe earth wombs, or the profound ſeas hide 
In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath 


To this my fair belov'd : Therefore, I pray you, 


As you have e'er been my father's honour'd friend, 


When he ſhall miſs me, (as, in faith, I mean not 


To ſee him any more,) caſt your good counſels 
Upon his paſſion; Let myſelf, and fortune, 

Tug for the time to come. This you may know, 
And ſo deliver, —I am put to ſea 


With her, whom here I cannot hold on ſhore ; 


And, moſt 6pportune to our need, I have 
A veſſel rides faſt by, but not prepar'd 
For this deſign. What courſe I mean to hold, 
Shall nothing benefit your neee nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. | O, my lord, 


I would your ſpirit were eaſier for advice, 


Or ſtronger for your need, 


Flo. Hark, Perdita.—— [ Takes her afide. 
I' hear you by and by. [To CaMILLO. 
Cam. He's irremovable, | | 


Reſolv'd 
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Reſolv'd for flight: Now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to ſerve my turn; 
Save him from danger, do him love and honour ;z + 
Purchaſe the ſight again of dear Sicilia, 
And that unhappy king, my maſter, whom 
I fo much thirſt to ſee. 
Flo. Now, good Camillo, 


I am fo fraught with curious buſineſs, that 
I leave out ceremony. 


Cam. © Sir, I think, 

You have heard of my poor ſervices, i'the love 
That I have born your father ? 

Flo. Very nobly 
Have you deſerv'd: it is my father's muſick, 
To ſpeak your deeds; not little of his care 
To have them recompens d as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my lord , 
If you may pleaſe to think I love the king; 
And, through him, what is neareſt to him, which is 
Your gracious ſelf ; embrace but my direction, 
(If your more ponderous and ſettled project 
May ſuffer alteration,) on mine honour 
I'll point you where you ſhall have ſuch receiving 
As ſhall become your highneſs ; where you may 
Enjoy your miſtreſs; (from the whom, I ſee, 
There's no disjunction to be made, but by, 
As heavens forefend ! your ruin :) marry her; 
And (with my beſt endeavours, in your abſence, ) 
Your diſcontenting father ſtrive to qualify, 
And bring him up to liking. 

Fl. How, Camillo, 
May this, almoſt a miracle, be done? 
That I may call thee ſomething more than man, 
And, after that, truſt to thee. | 


Going. 


Cam. 
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Cam. Have you thought on 
A place, whereto you'll go ? 
Flo. Not any yet : 


But as the unthought-on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do; fo we profeſs 
Ourſelves to be the flaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. OO 

Cam. Then lift to me: 

This follows,—if you will not change your purpoſe, 

But undergo this flight ;—Make for Sicilia; 

And there preſent yourſelf, and your fair princeſs, 

(For ſo, I ſee, ſhe muſt be,) fore Leontes ; 

She ſhall be habited, as it becomes 

The partner of your bed. Methinks, I ſee 

Leontes, opening his free arms, and weeping 

His welcomes forth : aſks thee, the ſon, forgivenefs, 

As *twere 1'the father's perſon : kiſſes the hands 

Of your freſh princeſs : o'er and o'er divides him 

*Twixt his unkindneſs and his kindneſs ; the one 

He chides to hell, and bids the other grow, 

Faſter than thought, or time. 

ä | Worthy Camillo, 
What colour for my viſitation ſhall I 

Hold up before him ? 

Cam. Sent by the king your father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, ſhall deliver, 
Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you down : 
The which ſhall point you forth, at every fitting, 
What you mult ſay ; that he ſhall not perceive, 
But that you have your father's boſom there, 
And ſpeak his very heart, 


Flo. 
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Flo. L am bound to you: 
There 1s ſome ſap in this. : 
Cami. A courſe more promiſing 


Than a wild dedication of yourſelves 


To unpath'd waters, undream'd ſhores ; moſt certain, 
To miſeries enough: no hope to help you; 
But, as you ſhake off one, to take another ; 
Nothing ſo certain, as your anchors ; who 
Do their bet office, if they can but ſtay you 
Where you'll be loth to be: Beſides, you know, 
Proſperity's the very bond of love; 
Whoſe freſh complexion and whoſe heart together 
Affliction alters, 

Per, One of theſe is true : 
T think, affliction may ſubdue the cheek, 
But not take in the mind. 

Cam. Yea, ſay you ſo? 
There ſhall not, at your father's houſe, theſe ſeven years, 
Be born another ſuch. 

Flo. My good Camillo, 
She is as forward of her breeding, as 
I'the rear of birth. 

Cam. I cannot ſay, tis pity 
She lacks inſtructions; for ſhe ſeems a miſtreſs 
To moſt that teach. 

Per. Your pardon, fir, for this ; 
I'll bluſh you thanks. 

Flo. My prettieſt Perdita.—— 
But, O, the thorns we ſtand upon Camillo. 
Preſerver of my father, now of me; 
The medicin of our houſe !—how ſhall we do ? 


We are not furniſh'd like Bohemia's fon ; ; 


Nor ſhall appear in Sicily 
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Cam. | My lord, 
Fear none of this: I think, you know, my fortunes 
Do all lie there: it ſhall be ſo my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The ſcene you play, were mine. For inſtance, ſir, 
That you may know you thall not want,—one word. 
[ They talk ꝗſide. 


Enter AUTOLYCUS. 


Aut. Ha, ha! what a fool honeſty is! and truſt, bis 
ſworn brother, a very ſimple gentleman ! I have fold ail 
my trumpery ; not a counterfeit ſtone, not a riband, 
glaſs, pomander, brooch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, 
glove, ſhoe-tye, bracelet, horn-ring, to keep my pack 
from faſting : they throng who ſhould buy firſt; as if my 
trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a benediction 
to the buyer: by which means, I ſaw whoſe purſe was 
beſt in picture; and, what I ſaw, to my good ule, I re- 
member'd. My clown (who wants but ſomething to be 
a reaſonable man, ) grew ſo in love with the wenches' ſong, 
that he would not ſtir his pettitoes, till he had both tune 
and words; which ſo drew the reſt of the herd to me, 
that all their other ſenſes ſtuck in ears: you might have 
pinch'd a placket, it was ſenſeleſs ; *twas nothing, to geld 
a codpiece of a purſe; I would have filed keys off, that 
hung in chains: no hearing, no feeling, but my fir's 
ſong, and admiring the nothing of it. So that, in this 
time of lethargy, I pick'd and cut moſt of their feſtival 
purſes: and had not the old man conie in with a hubbub 
againſt his daughter and the king's ſon, and ſcared my 
choughs from the chaff, I had not left a purſe alive in the 
whole army, | 8 

[CAMILLO, FLORIZEL, and PERDITA, come forward, 
CG x Cars 
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Cam. Nay, but my letters by this means being there 

So ſoon as you arrive, ſhall clear that doubt. 
Flo. And thoſe that you'll procure from king Leontes,— 
Cam, Shall ſatisfy your father. 


Per. Happy be you! 
All, that you ſpeak, ſhows fair. 
Cam. | Who have we here ?— 


[Seeing AUTOLYCUS, 
We'll make an inſtrument of this; omit | 
Nothing, may give us aid. 
Aut, If they have overheard me now,——why hanging. 
[ Afide. 

Cam. How now, good fellow? Why ſhakeſt thou 1o ? 
Fear not man ; here's no harm intended to thee. 

Aut, T am a poor fellow, fir. 

Cam. Why, be ſo ſtill; here's nobody will ſteal that 
from thee : Yet, for the outſide of thy poverty, we muſt 
make an exchange: therefore, diſcaſe thee inſtantly, 
(thou muſt think, there's neceſſity in't,) and change gar. 
ments with this gentleman : Though the pennyworth, on 
his ſide, be the worſt, yet hold thee, there's ſome boot. 

Aut, J am a poor fellow, fir :;—I know ye well enough. 


[ A/ede. 

Cam, Nay, priythee, deſpatch : the gentleman is half 
flay d already. 

Aut. Are you in earneſt, fir ? —I ſmell the trick of it.— 

[ A/idde, 


Flo. Deſpatch, I pr'ythee. 
Aut, Indeed, I have had earneſt ; but I cannot with con 
ſcience take it. 1 
Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle.— 
[Fo- and AUTOL. exchance garments. 
Fortunate miſtreſs, let my prophecy _ 
Come home to you !—you muſt retire yourſelf 
| Inte 
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Into ſome covert: take your ſweetheart's hat, 
And pluck it o'er your brows ; muffle your face; 
Diſmantle you; and as you can, diſliken 

The truth of your own ſeeming ; that you may, 


(For I do fear eyes over you,) to ſhipboard 
Get undeſcried. 


Per. I ſee, the play ſo lies, 
That I muſt bear a part. 
Cam, | No remedy. — 
Have you done there ? | | 
. Should I now meet my father, 
He would not call me ſon. | 
Cam. Nay, you ſhall have 


No hat :—Come, lady, come.—Farewell, my friend. 
Aut. Adieu, ir. 


Flo. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot? 


Pray you, a word. [ They converſe apart, 
Cam. What I do next, ſhall be, to tell the king 
| [ A/ide. 


Of this eſcape, and whither they are bound ; 
Wherein, my hope is, I ſhall ſo prevail, 
To force him after: in whoſe company 
I ſhall review Sicilia; for whoſe fight 
I have a woman's longing. 

Flo. Fortune ſpeed us !— 
Thus we ſet on, Camillo, to the ſea-ſide. 

Cam. The ſwifter ſpeed, the better, 

h { Exeunt FLORIZEL, PERDITA, and CAMILLO, 

Aut. I underſtand the buſineſs, I hear it: To have an 
open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is neceſſary 
for a cut-purſe ; a good nole is requiſite alto, to ſmell ont 
work for the other ſenſes. I ſee, this is the time that the 
unjuſt man doth thrive. What an exchange had this 
been, without boot ? what a boot is here, with this ex- 
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change? Sure, the gods do this year connive at us, and 
we may do any thing extempore. The prince himſelf is 
about a piece of iniquity; ſealing away from his father, 


with his clog at his heels: If I thought it were not a piece 


of honeſty to acquaint the king withal, I would do't: I 
hold it the more knavery to conceal it; and therein am 1 
conſtant to my profeſſion, 


Enter Clown and Shepherd, 


Aſide, aſide here is more matter for a hot brain: Every 
lane's end, every ſhop, church, ſeſſion, hanging, yields a 
careful man work. 

Clown. See, ſee ; what a man you are now ! there 1s no 
other way, but to tell the king ſhe's a changeling, and 
none of your fleſh and blood. 

Shep. Nay, but hear me. 

Clown, Nay, but hear me, 

Shep. Go to then, 

Clown. She being none of your fleſh and blood, your 
fleſh and blood has not offended the king; and, ſo, your 
fleſh and blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. Show thoſe 
things you found about her; thoſe ſecret things, all bur 
what ſhe has with her : This being done, let the law go 
whiſtle ; I warrant you. 

Shep. I will tell the king all, every word, yea, and his 
ſon's pranks too; who, I may ſay, is no honeſt man nei- 
ther to his father, nor to me, to go about to make me the 
king's brother-in-law. — | 
Clown. Indeed, brother-in-law was the furtheſt off you 
could have been to him ; and then your blood had been 
the dearer, by I know how much an ounce. 

Aut. Very wiſely ; puppies! : [ Ajide, 


Shep. 
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Shep, Well; let us to the king; there is that in this 
fardel, will make him ſcratch his beard. 

Aut. I know not, what impediment this complaint may 
be to the flight of my maſter. 

Clown. Pray heartily he be at palace. 

Aut. Though I am not naturally honeſt, I am ſo ſome- 
times by chance :—Let me pocket up my pedler's excre- 
ment. Takes off his falſe beard.) How now, rulticks ? 
whither are you bound? 

Shep. To the palace, an it like your worfhip. 

Aut. Your affairs there ? what ? with whom ? the con- 
dition of that fardel, the place of your dwelling, your 
names, your ages, of what having, breeding, and auy 
thing that 1s fitting to be known, diſcover. 

Clown. We are but plain fellows, fir. 

Aut, A lie; you are rough and hairy: Let me have no 
lying; it becomes none but tradeſmen, and they often 
give us ſoldiers the lie: but we pay them for it with 
ſtamped coin, not ſtabbing ſteel; therefore they do not 
give us the lie. ; 

Clown. Your worſhip had like to have given us one, 
if you had not taken yourſelf with the manner, 

Shep. Are you a courtier, an't like you, fir ? 

Aut. Whether it like me, or no, I am a courtier. 
See'ſt thou not the air of the court, in theſe enfoldings ? 
hath not my gait in it, the meaſure of the court ? receives 
not thy nofe court-odour from me? reflect I not on 
thy baſeneſs, court-contempt ? Think'ſ thou, for that 
I inſinuate, or toze from thee thy buſineſs, I am there- 
fore no courtier ? I am courtier, cap-a-pe ; and one that 
will either puſh on, or pluck back thy buſineſs there: 


whereupon I command thee to open thy affair. 


Shep. My buſineſs, fir, is to the king. 
Aut. What advocate haſt thou to him? 
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Shep. I know not, an't like you. 

Clown. Advocate's the court-word for a pheaſant ; ſay 
you have none, 

Shep. None, fir; I have no pheaſant, cock, nor hen, 

Aut. How bleſs'd are we, that are not fimple men! 

Yet nature might have made me as theſe are, 
Therefore I'll not diſdain, 

Clozwn. This cannot be but a great courtier. 

Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears them not 
handſomely. x 

Clogun. He ſeems to be the more noble in being fan- 
taſtical : a great man, I'll warrant ; I know, by the pick- 
ing on's teeth. 

Aut. The fardel there? what's 'the fardel ? 

W herefore that box ? 

Shep. Sir, there lies ſuch ſecrets in this fardel, and box, 
which none muſt know but the king; and which he ſhall 
know within this hour, if I may come to the ſpeech of 
him. 

Aut. Age, thou haſt loft thy labour. 

Shep. Why, fir. 

Aut. Ihe king is not at the palace; he is gone aboard 
3 new ſhip to purge melancholy, and air himſelf : For, if 
thou be'it capable of things ſerious, thou muſt know, the 
king 1s full of grief, 

Shep. So *tis id; fir; about his ſon, that ſhould have 
married a ſhepherd's daughter. 

Aut, If that ſhepherd be not in hand-faſt, let him fly ; 


the curſes he ſhall] have, the tortures he ſhall feel, will 


break the back of man, the heart of monſter. 
Clown, Think you fo, fir? 
Aut. Not he alone ſhall ſuffer what wit can make heavy, 


and vengeance bitter; but thoſe that are germane to him, 


though removed fifty aa, ſhall all come under the 
hangman: 
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hangman ; which though it be great pity, yet it is neceſ- 
fary. An old ſheep-whiſtling rogue, a ram-tender, to 
offer to have his daughter come into grace] Some ſay, he 
ſhall be ſtoned ; but that death is too ſoft for him, ſay I: 
Draw our throne into a ſheep-cote ! all deaths are too few, 


the ſharpeſt too eaſy, 


Clown. Has the old man e'er a ſon, fir, do you hear, 
an't like you, fir ? 

Aut. He has a fon, who ſhall be flay'd alive; then, 
*nointed over with honey, ſet on the head of a waſp's 
neſt; then ſtand, till he be three quarters and a dram 
dead: then recovered again with aqua- vitæ, or ſome other 
hot infuſion : then, raw as he 1s, and in the hotteſt day 
prognoſtication proclaims, ſhall he be fet againſt a brick- 
wall, the ſun looking with a ſouthward eye upon him ; 
where he is to behold him, with flies blown to death. 
But what talk we of theſe traitorly raſcals, whoſe miſeries 
are to be ſmil'd at, their offences being ſo capital? Tell 
me, (for you ſeem to be honeſt plain men,) what you 
have to the king: being ſomething gently contidered, I'll 
bring you where he 1s aboard, tender your perſons to his 
preſence, whiſper him in your behalfs ; and, if it be in 
man, beſides the king, to effect your ſuits, here is man 
ſhall do it, 

Clown. He ſeems to be of great authority: cloſe with 
him, give him gold; and though authority be a ſtubborn 
bear, yet he is oft led by the noſe with gold : ſhow the 
inſide of your purſe to the outſide of his hand, and no 
more ado: Remember, ſtoned, and flay'd alive. 

Shep. An't pleaſe you, fir, to undertake the buſineſs for 
us, here is that gold I have: I'll make it as much more ; 
and leave this young man in pawn, till I bring it you. 

Aut. After I have done what I promiſed? 

Shep. Ay, fir. 


8 4 Aut, 
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Aut. Well, give me the moiety :—Are you a party in 
this buſineſs ? | 55 

Cloxwn. In ſome ſort, fir : but though my caſe be a piti- 
ful one, I hope I ſhall not be flay'd out of it. 

Aut. O, that's the caſe of the ſhepherd's ſon :—Hang 
him, he'll be made an example. | 

Clown, Comfort, good comfort : We mult to the king, 
and ſhow our ſtrange ſights: he muſt know, tis none of 
your daughter, nor my ſiſter; we are gone elſe. Sir, I 
will give you as much as this old man does, when the bu- 
ſineſs is perform'd; and remain, as he ſays, your pawn, till 
it be brought you. | | 

Aut, T will truſt you. Walk before toward the ſea. 
ſide; go on the right hand; I will but look upon the 
hedge, and follow you. | 

Clown. We are bleſs'd in this man, as I may ſay, even 
bleſs'd. | | 

Shep. Let's before, as he bids us: he was provided to 
do us good. [ Exeunt Shepherd and Clown. 

Aut. If I had a mind to be honeſt, I ſee, fortune would 
not ſuffer me; ſhe drops booties in my mouth. I am 
courted now with a double occaſion; gold, and a means 


to do the prince my maſter good; which who knows how 


that may turn back to my advancement? I will bring 
theſe two moles, theſe blind ones, aboard him: if he 
think it fit to ſhore them again, and that the complaint 
they have to the king concerns him nothing, let him call 
me, rogne, for being ſo far officious; for I am proof againſt 
that title, and what ſhame elſe belongs to't: To him will 
T preſent them, there may be matter in it. I Exit. 


1 . ACT 


- IR 
* ' ” = ER 
1 * 4 


| + 6 + 1:5 162447 2,04 OO 


Act v.  winTEeR's TALE, 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


Sicilia, A Room in the Palace of Leontes, 


Enter LEONTEs, CLEOMENES, Dion, PAULINA, and 
Others. | 


Cleo. Sir, you have done enough, and have perform'd 
A faint-like ſorrow : no fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem'd ; indeed, paid down 
More penitence, than done treſpaſs : At the laſt, 
Do, as the heavens have done; forget your evil; 
With them, forgive yourſelf. 
Leon. = Whilſt I remember 
Her, and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemiſhes in them; and fo ſtill think of 
The wrong I did myſelf : which was ſo much, 
That heirleſs it hath made my kingdom; and 
Deftroy'd the ſweet*ſt companion, that e' er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 
3 True, too true, my lord: 
If, one by one, you wedded all the world, 
Or, from the all that are, took ſomething good, 
To make a perfect woman; ſhe, you kill'd, 
Would be unparallel'd. 1 
Leon. | T think ſo, Kill'd ! 
She J kill'd ? I did ſo: but thou ſtrikeſt me 
Sorely, to ſay I did; it is as bitter | 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought: Now, good now, 
Say fo but ſeldom, | 
Co. Not at all, good lady: 
You might have ſpoken a thouſand things, that would 
| Have 


* 
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Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindneſs better. 


Paul. You are one of thoſe, 
Would have him wed again. 
Dion. If you would not fo, 


You pity not the ſtate, nor the remembrance 
Of his moſt ſovereign name ; conſider little, 
What dangers, by his highneſs' fail of iſſue, 
ay drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookers-on. What were more holy, 
Than to rejoice, the former queen is well? 
What hoher, than, —for royalty's repair, 

For preſent comfort and for future good, 

To bieſs the bed of majeſty again 

With a {weet fellow to't ? 

Paul. There is none worthy, 
Reſpecting her that's gone. Beſides, the gods 
Vill have fulfill'd their ſecret purpoſes : 

For has not the divine Apollo ſaid, 

Ist not the tenour of his oracle, 

That king Leontes ſhall not have an heir, 

Till his loſt child be found ? which, that it ſhall, 

Is all as monſtrous to our human reaſon, 

As my Antigonus to break his grave, 

And come again to me; who, on my life, 

Did periſh with the infant. Tis your counſel, 

My lord ſhould to the heavens be contrary, 

Oppoſe againſt their wills.—Care not for iſſue; | 
- | [To LEONTEs, 

The crown will find an heir : Great Alexander 

Left his to the worthieſt ; ſo his ſucceſſor 

Was like to be the beſt. | 
Leon. | Good Paulina,— 

Who haſt the memory of Hermione, 


I know, 


2 1 D Pic] Hood N 15 
94 u. . ; / 8 . * hy . . 
, % 


Act v. WINTER'S TALE. 91 


I know, in honour,—O, that ever I 

Had ſquar'd me to thy counſel | then, even now, 
I might have look'd upon my queen's full eyes; | 
Have taken treaſure from her lips, — i} 


Paul. And left them I! 
More rich, for what they yielded. e | if 
Leon. Thou ſpeak'ſ truth. | 


No more ſuch wives; therefore, no wife: one worſe, 
And better us'd, would make her fainted ſpirit 
Again poſleſs her corps; and, on this ſtage, 
(Where we offenders now appear,) ſoul-vex'd, 
Begin, And why to me? 

Paul. Had ſhe ſuch power, 
She had juſt cauſe. 

Leon.” She had; and would incenſe me 
To murder her I married. 

Paul. | I ſhould ſo: 
Were I the ghoſt that walk'd, I'd bid you mark 
Her eye; and tell me, for what dull part in't 
You choſe her: then I'd ſhriek, that even your ears 
Shou'd rift to hear me; and the words that follow'd 
Should be, Remember mine. 8 

Leon. | Stars, very ſtars, 
And all eyes elſe, dead coals !—fear thou no wife, 
I'll have no wife, Paulina. 

Paul. Will you ſwear 
Never to marry, but by my tree leave ? 

Leon. Never, Paulina; ſo be bleſs'd my ſpirit! 

Paul. Then, good my lords, bear witneſs to his oath. 

Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 


Paul. | Unleſs another, 
As like Hermione as is her picture, | 
Affront his eye. 

„ Good madam, 


3 Paul, 


— > . 
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Paul. | J have done, 
Yet, if my lord wilt marry,—if you will, fir, 
No remedy, but you will; give me the office 


To chooſe you a queen: ſhe ſhall not be ſo young 


As was your former ; but ſhe ſhall be ſuch, 


As, walk'd your firſt queen's ghoſt, it ſhould take joy 
To fee her in your arms. 


Leon. My true Paulina, 
We ſhall not marry, till thou bidd'ſt us. 
Paul. That 


Shall be, when your firſt queen's again in breath; 
Never till then. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent, One that gives out himſelf prince Florizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his princeſs, (ſhe 
The faireſt I have yet beheld,) deſires acceſs 
To your high preſence. 


Leon. What with him ? he comes not 
Like to his father's greatneſs : his approach, 


So out of circumſtance, and ſudden, tells us, 


Tis not a viſitation fram'd, but forc'd 
By need, and accident, What train ? 


Gent. But few, 
And thoſe but mean. | 
Leon. His princeſs, ſay you, with him? 


Gent. Ay ; the moſt peerleſs piece of earth, I think, 
That e'er the ſun ſhone bright on. 


Paul. O Hermione, 
As every preſent time doth boaſt itſelf 
Above a better, gone; ſo muſt thy grave 
Give way to what's ſeen now. Sir, you yourſelf 
Have ſaid, and writ fo, (but your writing now 
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Is colder than that theme, ) She had mot been, 
Nor was not to be equall'd ;—thus your verſe 
Flow'd with her beauty once; 'tis ſhrewdly ebb'd, 
To ſay, you have ſeen a better, 
Gent. Pardon, madam : 
The one I have almoſt forgot; (your pardon,) 
The other, when ſhe has obtain'd your eye, 
Will have your tongue too. This is ſuch a creature, 
Would ſhe begin a ſect, might quench the zeal 
Of all profeſſors elſe ; make proſelytes 
Of who ſhe but bid follow. 
Paul. | How? not women ? 
Gent. Women will love her, that ſhe is a woman 
More worth than any man; men, that ſhe is 
The rareſt of all women. 
Leon. | Go, Cleomenes ; 
Yourſelf, aſſiſted with your honour'd friends, 
Bring them to our embracement.—Still *tis ſtrange, 
[Exeunt CLEOMENES, Lords, and Gentleman, 
He thus ſhould ſteal upon us. 
Paul. Had our prince, 
(Jewel of children,) ſeen this hour, he had pair'd 
Well with this lord; there was not full a month 
Between their births, HE: 
Leon. Pr'ythee, no more; thou know'ſt, 
He dies to me again, when talk'd of : ſure, 
When I ſhall ſee this gentleman, thy ſpeeches 
Will bring me to conſider that, which may 
Unfurniſh me of reaſon.— They are come.,—— 


Re-enter CLEOMENES, with FLORIZEL, PERDITA, and 
Attendants. | 


Your mother was moſt true to wedlock, prince; 
For ſhe did print your royal father off, 
| | Conceiving 
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Conceiving you : Were I but twenty-one, 
Your father's image is fo hit in you, 

His very air, that I ſhould call you brother, 
As I did him; and ſpeak of ſomething, wildly 
By us perform'd before. Moſt dearly welcome! 
And your fair princeſs, goddeſs !—O, alas ! 

I loſt a couple, that 'twixt heaven and earth 
Might thus have ſtood, begetting wonder, as 
You, gracious couple, do! and then I loſt 
(All mine own folly,) the ſociety, 

Amity too, of your brave father; whom, 
Though bearing miſery, I defire my life 

Once more to look upon, 

Flo. By his command 
Have I here touch'd Sicilia; and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a king, as friend, 
Can ſend his brother: and, but infirmity 
(Which waits upon worn times,) hath ſomething ſeiz'd 
His wiſh'd ability, he had himſelf 
The lands and waters 'twixt your throne and his 
Meaſur'd, to look upon you ; whom he loves 
(He bade me ſay ſo,) more than all the ſcepters, 
And thoſe that bear them, living. 


Leon. O, my brother, 


(Good gentleman !) the wrongs I have done thee, ſtir 


Afreſh within me; and theſe thy offices, 
So rarely kind, are 2s interpreters 
Of my behind-hand ſlackneis!— Welcome hither, 


As 1s the ſpring to the earth. And hath he too 


Expos'd this paragon to the fearful uſage 

(At leaſt ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a man, not worth her pains; much leſs 
The adventure of her perſon ? 
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Flo. Good my lord, 
She came from Libya. 
Leon. Where the warlike Smalus, 


That noble honour'd lord, is fear'd, and lov'd ? 
Flo. Moſt royal fir, from thence; from him, whoſe 
daughter 
His tears proclaim'd his, parting with her: thence 
(A proſperous ſouth-wind friendly,) we have croſs'd, 
To execute the charge my father gave me, 
For viſiting your highneſs : My beſt train 
I have from your Sicilian ſhores diſmiſs'd ; 
Who for Bohemia bend, to ſignify 
Not only my fucceſs in Libya, fir, 
But my arrival, and my wife's, in ſafety 
Here, where we are. 
Leon. The bleſſed gods 
Purge all infection from our air, whilſt you 
Do climate here! You have a holy tather, 
A graceful gentleman ; againſt whoſe perſon, 
So ſacred as it is, I have done fin : | 
For which the heavens, taking angry note, 
Have left me iſſueleſs; and your father's bleſs'd, 
(As he from heaven merits it,) with you, 
Worthy his goodneſs. What might I have been, 
Might I a ſon and daughter now have look'd on, 
Such goodly things as you ? 


Enter a Lord, 


Lord. | | Moſt noble fir, 
That, which I ſhall report, will bear no credit, 
Were not the proof ſo nigh. Pleaſe you, great fi ir, 
Bohemia greets you from himſelf, by me : 


Deſires you to attach his ſon ; who has 
| (His 
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(His dignity and duty both caſt off,) 
Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A ſhepherd's daughter. | 
Leon. Where's Bohemia ? ſpeak. 
Lord. Here in your city; I now came from him: 
I ſpeak amazedly ; and it becomes 
My marvel, and my meſſage. To your court 
Whiles he was haſt'ning, (in the chaſe, it ſeems, 
Of this fair couple,) meets he on the way 
The father of this ſeeming lady, and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young prince. | 
Flo. Camillo has betray'd me 
Whoſe honour, and whoſe honeſty, till now, 
Endur'd all weathers. 


Lord. Lay't ſo, to his charge ; 
He's with the king your father, 
Leon. Who? Camillo ? 


Lord. Camillo, fir; J ſpake with him; who now 
Has theſe poor men in queſtion. Never ſaw I 
Wretches ſo quake: they kneel, they kiſs the earth ; 
Forſwear themſelves as often as they ſpeak : 
Bohemia ſtops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 

Per. O, my poor father !— 
The heaven ſets ſpies upon us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

Leon. You are married? 

Flo. We are not, fir, nor are we like to be; 

The ſtars, I ſee, will kiſs the valleys firſt ;— 
The odds for high and low's alike. 

Leon. My lord, 

Is this the daughter of a king ? . 


Flo. 
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Flo. She is, 
When once ſhe is my wife. 
Leon, That once, I ſee, by your good father's ſpeed, 
Will come on very flowly, I am ſorry, - 
Moſt ſorry, you have broken from his liking, 
Where you were tied in duty: and as ſorry, 
Your choice is not fo rich in worth as beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 
Flo. | Dear, look up: 
Though fortune, viſible an enemy, 
Should chaſe us, with my father ; power no jot 
Hath ſhe, to change our loves.—Beſeech you, fir, 
Remember ſince you ow'd no more to time 
Than I do now : with thought of ſuch affections, 
Step forth mine advocate; at your requeſt, 
My father will grant precious things, as trifles. 
Leon. Would he do fo, I'd beg your precious miſtreſs, 
Which he counts but a trifle. 
Paul, Sir, my liege, 
Your eye hath too much youth in't: not a month 
*Fore your queen died, ſhe was more worth ſuch gazes 
Than what you look on now, 
Leon. I thought of her, 
Even in theſe looks I made,—But your petition 
[To FLORIZEL. 
Is yet unanſwer'd ; I will to your father; 
Your honour not o'erthrown by your deſires, 
J am friend to them, and you: upon which errand 
I now go toward him; therefore, follow me, 
And mark what way I make: Come, good my lord, 
| | [Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 
The ſame. Before the Palace. 


Enter AUTOLYCUS, and a Gentleman, 


'Beleech you, ſir, were you preſent at this rela- 


tion ? 
1 Cent. I was by at the opening of the fardel, heard 


the old ſhepherd deliver the manner how he found it: 


whereupon, aiter a little amazedneſs, we were all com- 
manded out of the chamber; only this, methought, I 
heard the ſhepherd ſay, he found the child. 

Aut. T would moſt gladly know the iſſue of it. 

1 Gent. I make a broken delivery of the buſineſs ;—But 
the changes I perceived in the king, and Camillo, were 
very notes of admiration : they ſeemed almoſt, with ſtaring 
on one another, to tear the caſes of their eyes; there was 
ſpeech in their dumbneſs, language in their very geſture z 


they look'd, as they had heard of a world ranſom'd, or 


one deſtroy'd: A notable paſſion of wonder appear'd in 
them: but the wiſeſt beholder, that knew no more but 
ſeeing, could not fay, if the importance were joy or ſor- 
row; but in the extremity of the one, it muſt needs be. 


Enter another Gentleman, 


Here comes a gentleman, that, happily, knows more : 
The news, Rogero ? 

2 Gent. Nothing but bonfires : The oracle is fulfill'd; 
the king's daughter is found: ſuch a deal of wonder is 


broken out within this hour, that ballad-makers cannot 


be able to expreſs it, 


Enter 
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Enter à third Gentleman. 


Here comes the lady Paulina's ſteward; he can deliver 
you more. — How goes it now, fir? this news, which is 
call'd true, is ſo like an old tale, that the verity of it is 
in ſtrong ſuſpicion : Has the king found his heir ? 

3 Gent. Moſt true; if ever truth were pregnant by cir- 
cumſtance: that, which you hear, you'll ſwear you ſee, 
there is is ſuch unity in the proofs. The mantle of queen 
Hermione ;—her jewel about the neck of it the letters 
of Antigonus, found with it, which they know to be 
his character: — the majeſty of the creature, in reſemblance 
of the mother ;—the affection of nobleneſs, which nature 
ſhows above her breeding,—and many other evidences, 
proclaim her, with all certainty, to be the king's daugh- 
ter. Did you ſee the meeting of the two kings ? 

2 Gent, No. | 

3 Gent, Then have you loſt a ſight, which was to be 
ſeen, cannot be ſpoken of. There might you have be- 
held one joy crown another; ſo, and in ſuch manner, 
that, it ſeem'd, ſorrow wept to take leave of them; for 
their joy waded in tears. There was caſting up of eyes, 
holding up of hands; with countenance of ſuch diſtr-c- 
tion, that they were to be known by garment, not by 
favour. Our king, being ready to leap out of himſelf for 
joy of his found daughter; as if that joy were now be- 
come a loſs, cries, O, thy mother, thy mother ! then alks 
Bohemia forgiveneſs; then embraces his ſon-in-law ; 
then again worries he his daughter, with clipping her : 
now he thanks the old ſhepherd, which ftands by, like a 
weather- bitten conduit of many kings? reigns. I never 
heard of ſuch another encounter, which lames report to 
follow it, and undoes deſcription to do it. | 

H 2 2 Gent, 
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2 Gent, What, pray you, became of Antigonus, that 
carried hence the child? 

3 Gent. Like an old tale ſtill ; which will have matter 
to rehearſe, though credit be aſleep, and not an ear open : 
He was torn to pieces with a bear: this avouches the 
ſhepherd's ſon; who has not only his innocence (which 
ſeems much,) to juſtify him, but a handkerchief, and 
Tings, of his, that Paulina knows. 

1 Gent. What became of his bark, and his followers ? 

3 Gent. Wreck'd, the ſame inftant of their maſter*s 
death; and in the view of the ſhepherd: ſo that all the 
inſtruments, which aided to expoſe the child, were even 
then loſt, when it was found. But, O, the noble com- 
bat, that, *twixt joy and ſorrow, was fought in Paulina! 
She had one eye declined for the loſs of her huſband ; 
another elevated that the oracle was fulfill'd : She lifted 
the princeſs from the earth; and ſo locks her in embrac- 
Ing, as if ſhe would pin her to her heart, that ſhe might 
no more be in danger of loſing. 

1 Gent. The dignity of this act was worth the audience 
of kings and princes; for by ſuch was it acted. 

3 Gent. One of the prettieſt touches of all, and that 
which angled for mine eyes, (caught the water, though 
not the fiſh,) was, when at the relation of the queen's 
death, with the manner how ſhe came to it, (bravely 
confeſs'd, and lamented by the king,) how attentiveneſs 
wounded his daughter: till, from one ſign of dolour to 
another, ſhe did, with an alas! I would fain ſay, bleed 
tears; for, I am ſure,-my heart wept blood. Who was 
moſt marble there, changed colour; ſome ſwoon'd, all 
ſorrowed : if all the world could have ſeen it, the woe 
had been univerſal. 

1 Gent. Are they returned to the court ? 

3 Gent, No: the princeſs hearing of her mother's ſtatue, 
which 


9 
1 
* 

. 
28 
CP | 

& 
© 

T 


Act v. WINTER'S TALE. 101 


which 1s in the keeping of Paulina, a piece many years in 
doing, and now newly perform'd by that rare Italian maſ- 
ter, Julio Romano; who, had he himſelf eternity, and 
could put breath into his work, would beguile nature of 
her cuſtom, ſo perfectly he is her ape: he ſo near to Her- 
mione hath done Hermione, that they ſay, one would 
ſpeak to her, and ſtand in hope of anſwer ; thither, with 
all greedineſs of affection, are they gone; and there they 
intend to ſup. | 

2 Gent. I thought, ſhe had ſome great matter there in 
hand; for ſhe hath privately, twice or thrice a day, ever 
ſince the death of Hermione, viſited that removed houſe. 
Shall we thither, and with our company piece the re- 
joicing? _ | N 

1 Gent. Who would be thence, that has the benefit of 
acceſs? every wink of an eye, ſome new grace will be 
born : our abſence makes us unthrifty to our knowledge. 
Let's along. | [Exeunt Gentlemen. 

Aut, Now, had I not the daſh of my former life in me, 
would preferment drop on my head. I brought the 
eld man and his ſon aboard the prince; told him, I heard 
them talk of a fardel, and I know not what: but he at 
that time, over-fond of the ſhepherd's daughter, (fo he 
then took her to be,) who began to be much ſeaſick, and 
himſelf little better, extremity of weather continuing, this 
myſtery remained undiſcovered, But *tis all one to me: 
for had I been the finder-out of this ſecret, it would not 
have rel1ſh'd among my other diſcredits. 


Enter Shepherd, and Clown. 
Here come thoſe I have done good to againſt my will, and 


already appearing in the bloſſoms of their fortune, | 
| mx Shep. 
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Shep. Come, boy; I am paſt more children; but thy 
ſons and daughters will be all gentlemen born, 


Cloaun. You are well met, fir: You denied to fight with 


me this other day, becauſe I was no gentleman born : See 


you theſe clothes? ſay, you ſee them not, and think me 


ſtill no gentleman born: you were beſt ſay, theſe robes 
are not gentlemen born. Give me the lie; do; and 
try whether I am not now a gentleman born. 

Aut. I know, you are now, fir, a gentleman born. 

Clown, Ay, and have been ſo any time theſe four 
hours. 

Shep. And ſo have I, boy. 

Clown. So you have:—but I was a gentleman born be- 
fore my father : for the king's ſon took me by the hand, 
and call'd me, brother; and then the two kings call'd my 
father, brother; and then the prince, my brother, and 
the princeſs, my ſiſter, call'd my father, father; and ſo 
we wept: and there was the firſt gentlemanlike tears that 
ever we ſhed. 

Shep. We may live, fon, to ſhed many more. 

Clown. Ay; or elſe *twere hard luck, being in ſo pre- 
poſterous eſtate as we are. 

Aut. J humbly beſeech you, fir, to puren me all the 
faults I have committed to your worſhip, and to give me 
your good report to the prince my maſter. 

Shep. Pr'ythee, ſon, do; for we muſt be gentle, now 
we are gentlemen. 

Clown. Thou wilt amend thy life? 

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worſhip. 

 Clewn. Give me thy hand: I will ſwear to the prince, 
thou art as honeſt a true fellow as any is in Bohemia. 

Shep. You may fay it, but not ſwear it. 

Clown. Not ſwear it, now I am a gentleman? Let 
boors and franklins ſay it, I'll ſwear it. 

Shep. 
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Shep. How if it be falſe, ſon ? 

Clown. If it be ne' er fo falſe, a true gentleman may 
ſwear it, in the behalf of his friend :=And I'll ſwear to 
the prince, thou art a tall fellow of thy hands, and that 
thou wilt not be drunk; but I know, thou art no tall fel- 
low of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk; but I'll 
ſwear it: and I would, thou would'ſt be a tall fellow of 
thy hands. | 

Aut, I will prove ſo, fir, to my power. 

Clown. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow: Tf I do 
not wonder, how thou dareſt venture to be drunk, not 
being a tall fellow, truſt me not. —Hark ! the kings and 
the princes, our kindred, are going to ſee the queen's 
picture, Come, follow us: we'll be thy good maſters, 

| [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 
The ſame, A Room in Paulina's Houſe, 


Enter LEONTES, POLIXENES, FLORIZEL, PERDITA, 
CaMIiLLO, PAULINA, Lords, and Attendants. 


Leon. O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee ! | | 

Paul, WWhat, ſovereign fir, 
I did not well, TI meant well: All my ſervices, | 
You have paid home: but that you have vouchſaf'd, 
With your crown'd brother, and theſe your contracted 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor houſe to viſit, 
It is a ſurplus of your grace, which never 
My life may laſt to anſwer, 

Leon. a O Paulina, 


We honour you with trouble: But we came 


To 
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To fee the ſtatue of our queen : your gallery 
Have we paſs'd through, not without much content 
In many ſingularities z but we ſaw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 
The ſtatue of her mother, 
Paul. As ſhe hiv'd peerleſs, 
So her dead likeneſs, I do well beheve, 
Excels whatever yet you look'd upon, 
Or hand of man hath done; therefore I keep it 
Lonely, apart: But here it is: prepare 
To ſee the life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still ſleep mock'd death: behold ; and ſay, tis well. 
[PAULINA undrazws @ curtain, and diſcovers a flatue, 
I like your filence, it the more ſhows off 
Your wonder: But yet ſpeak ;—firſt, you, my liege. 
Comes it not ſomething near? 

Leon. Her natural poſture !— 
Chide me, dear ſtone; that J may ſay, indeed, 
'Thou art Hermione : or, rather, thou art ſhe, 

In thy not chiding ; for ſhe was as tender, 

As infancy, and grace.—But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not ſo much wrinkled ; nothing 
So aged, as this ſeems. 

Pol. 0, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our carver's excellence 
Which lets go by ſome ſixteen years, and makes her 
As ſhe liv'd now. 

Leon. As now ſhe might have done, 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my ſoul. O, thus ſhe ſtood, 
Even with ſuch life of majeſty, (warm life, 

As now it coldly ſtands,) when firſt I woo'd her! 


I am aſham'd : Does not the ſtone rebuke me, 


For being more ſtone than it ?=0O, royal piece, 
| There's 


Did verily bear blood? 
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There's magick in thy majeſty ; which has 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance z and 
From thy admiring daughter took the ſpirits, 
Standing like ſtone with thee! 

Per. And give me leave 
And do not ſay, 'tis ſuperſtition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her bleſſing.— Lady, 
Dear queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that hand of yours, to kiſs. 


Paul. O, patience; 
The ſtatue is but newly fix d, the colours 
Not dry. | 


Cam. My lord, your ſorrow was too ſore laid on ; 
Which ſixteen winters cannot blow away, 
So many ſummers, dry : ſcarce any joy 
Did ever ſo long live; no ſorrow, 
But kill'd itſelf much ſooner. 
Pol. Dear my brother, 
Let him, that was the cauſe of this, have power 
To take off ſo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himſelf. 
Paul. Indeed, my lord, 
If I had thought, the fight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you, (for the ſtone is mine, ) 
I'd not have ſhow'd it. | 
Leon. Do not draw the curtain. 
Paul. No longer ſhall you gaze on't; leſt your fancy 
May think anon, it moves. 
Leon. Let be, let be. 


Would J were dead, but that, methinks, already 
What was he, that did make it? — See, my lord, 


Would you not deem, it breath'd? and that thoſe veins 


Pol. 
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Pol. .. Maſterly done : 
The very life ſeems warm upon her lip. 
Leon. The fixture of her eye has motion in't, 
As we are mock'd with art. 
Paul. I'll draw the curtain; 
My lord's almoſt ſo far tranſported, that 
He'll think anon it lives. 
Leon. | O ſweet Paulina, 
Make me to think fo twenty years together; 
No ſettled ſenſes of the world can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſs. Let't alone. 
Paul, I am ſorry, fir, I have thus far ſtirr'd you; but 
I could afflict you further. 
Leon. Do, Paulina ; 
For this affliction has a taſte as ſweet 
As any cordial comfort.— Still, methinks, 
There is an air comes from her: What fine chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock me, 
For I will kiſs her. 
Paul. Good my lord, forbear : 
The ruddineſs upon ber hp is wet; 
You'll mar it, if you kiſs it; ſtain your own 
With oily painting : Shall I draw the curtain ? 
Leon, No, not theſe twenty years. 


Per. So long could I 
Stand by, a looker on. | 
Paul. Either forbear, 


Quit preſently the chapel ; or reſolve you 


For more amazement : If you can behold it, 


I'll make the ſtatue move indeed; deſcend, 

And take you by the hand: but then you'll think, 
(Which I proteſt againſt,) I am aſſiſted 

By wicked powers, 


Leon, 


3 
* 
8 
7 
o 
" - 
x 
Ly * 
2 
_ 
* 
L 
* 
1 : 
" 
bY 
5 
1 
in 
* x 4 
— 
es 
W 
=. 
4 
„ * 
* 
:Y 
* 
4 
3 
3 
by ny 
* 


1 
A A 1 8 9% a - * o , 
wr ITS ͤ Q 2 en 1 2 3. : ES OT re ee 


S 5 . Wa 2 * 


Act v. WINTER'S TALE. 107 


Leon. What you can make her do, 
I am content to look on: what to ſpeak, 
I am content to hear; for 'tis as eaſy 
To make her ſpeak, as move. 

Paul. It is requir'd, 
Vou do awake your faith: Then, all ſtand ſtill; 
Or thoſe, that think it is unlawful buſineſs 
J am about, let them depart, 


. Proceed; 
No foot ſhall ſtir. | 
Paul. Muſick; awake her: ſtrike.— [ Muſick, 


"Tis time; deſcend ; be ſtone no more: approach 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come; 

I'II fill your grave up: ſtir; nay, come away; 
Bequeath to death your numbneſs, for from him 
Dear life redeems you.—You perceive, ſhe ſtirs: 


[HERMIONE comes down from the pedeſtal. 


Start not: her actions ſhall be holy, as, 
You hear, my ſpell is lawful : do not ſhun her, 


Until you ſee her die again; for then 
You kill her double : Nay, preſent your hand : 
When ſhe was young, you woo'd her; now, in age, 
Is the become the ſuitor, 

Leon, O, ſhe's warm! [ Embracing her, 
If this be magick, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

Pol. She embraces him. 

Cam. She hangs about his neck; 
If ſhe pertain to life, let her ſpeak too. 

Pol. Ay, and make't manifeſt where ſhe has liv'd, 
Or, how ſtol'n irom the dead ? | 

Paul. | That ſhe is living, 
Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old tale; but it appears, ſhe lives, 
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Though yet ſhe ſpeak not. Mark a little while.— 
Pleaſe you to interpoſe, fair madam; kneel, 
And pray your mother's bleſſing.— Turn, good lady; 
Our Perdita 1s found. 
[Preſenting PERDIT A, who kneels to HERMIONE. 
Her. You gods, look down, 
And from your ſacred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head !—Tell me, mine own, 
Where haſt thou been preſerv'd ? where liv'd ? how found 
Thy father's court ? for thou ſhalt hear, that I,— 
Knowing by Paulina, that the oracle 
Gave hope thou waſt in being,—have preſerv'd myſelf, 


To ſee the iſſue. 


Paul. -There's time enough for that ; 
Leſt they deſire, upon this puſh, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation.—Go together, 
You precious winners all; your exultation 
Partake to every one. I, an old turtle, 
Will wing me to ſome wither'd bough ; and there 
My mate, that's never to be found again, 
Lament till T am loſt, 

Leon: O peace, Paulina; 
Thou ſhould'ſ a huſband take by my conſent, 
As I by thine, a wife: this is a match, 
And made between's by vows. Thou haſt found mine; 
But how, is to be queſtion'd : for I ſaw her, 
As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, ſaid many 
A prayer upon her grave: I'll not ſeek far 


(For him, I partly know his mind,) to find thee 


An honourable huſband :—Come, Camillo, 
And take her by the hand: whoſe worth, and honeſty, 
Is richly noted; and here juſtify'd | 


By us, a pair of kings.—Let's from this place.— 


What ?—Look upon my brother ;—both your pardons, 
| | That 
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That e'er I put between your holy looks 

My ill ſuſpicion. —This your ſon-in-law, 

And ſon unto the king, (whom heavens direQing,) 

Is troth-plight to your daughter, —Good Paulina, 

Lead us from hence ; where we may leiſurely 

Each one demand, and anſwer to his part 

Perform'd in this wide gap of time, ſince firſt 

We were diflever'd ; Haſtily lead away, [Exeunt. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 
——_ — 


have hitherto ſuppoſed Shakſpeare the author of The Taming of 
the Shrew, but his property in it is extremely diſputable. I 
will give my opinion, and the reaſons on which it is founded. I ſup- 
poſe then the preſent play not originally the work of Shakſpeare, but 
reſtored by him to the ſtage, with the whole Induction of the Tinker; 
and ſome other occaſional improvements; eſpecially in the character 
of Petruchio. It is very obvious that the Induction and the Play were 
either the works of liffrent hands, or written at a great interval of 
time. The former is in our author's 5% manner, and a great part of 
the latter in his worſt, or even below it, Dr. Warburton declares it to 
be certainly ſpurious; and without doubt, ſuppoſing it to have been 
written by Shakſpeare, it muſt have been one of his earlieſt produc- 
tions, Yet jt is not mentioned in the lift of his works by Meres 
in 1598, | 
I have met with a facetious piece of Sir John Harrington, printed 
in 1596, (and poſſibly there may be an earlier edition,) called The 
Metamorphoſis of Ajax, where I ſuſpect an alluſion to the old play: 
« Read the Booke of Taming a Shrew, which hath made a number of 
us ſo perfect, that now every one can rule a ſhrew in our countrey, 
fave he that hath hir.“ I am aware a modern linguiſt may object 
that the word book does not at preſent ſeem dramatick, but it was once 
technically ſo : Goſſon, in his Schoole of Abuſe, containing a pleaſaunt 
Invective againſt Poets, Pipers, Players, Feſters, and ſuch like Cater- 
illars of a Commorrwealth, 1579, mentions © twoo proſe bookes played 
at the Bell-Sauage: and Hearne tells us, in a note at the end of 
William of Worceſter, that he had ſeen a MS. in the nature of a Play 
or Interlude, intitled The Boote of Sir Thomas Moore, | 
And in fact there is ſuch an old anonymous play in Mr. Pope's liſt : 
« A pleaſant conceited hiſtory, called, The Taming of a Shrew-— 
ſundry times acted by the earl of Pembroke his ſervants.” Which 
{-ems to have been republiſhed by the remains of that company in 1 wy ; 
wacn 
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«hen Shakſpeare's copy appeared at the Black-Friars or the Globe.— 
Nor let this ſeem derogatory from the character of our poet. There is 
no reaſon to believe that he wanted to claim the play as his own ; for 
it was not even printed till ſome years after his death; but he merely 
revived it on his ſtage as a manager, 

In ſupport of what I have ſaid relative to this play, let me only ob- 
ſerve further at preſent, that the author of Hamlet ſpeaks of Gonzago, 
and his wife Baptiſta; but the author of The Taming of the Shrew 
knew Baptiſta to be the name of a man. Mr. Capell indecd made me 
doubt, by declaring the authenticity of it to be confirmed by the teſ- 
timony of Sir Aſton Cockayn. I knew Sir Aſton was much ac- 
quainted with the writers immediately ſubſequent to Shakſpeare z and 
I was not inclined to diſpute his authority: but how was I ſurpriſed, 
when I found that Cockayn aſcribes nothing more to Shak ſpeare, than 
the Induction- M iĩncot-Ale and the * I hope this was only a flip 
of Mr. Capell's memory. FARMER. 


In fpite of the great deference which is due from every commentator 
to Dr Farmer's judgement, I own I cannot concur with him on the 
preſent occaſion. I know not to whom I could impute this comedy, 
if Shakſpeare was not its author. I think his hand is viſible in almoſt 
every ſcene, though perhaps not ſo evidently as in thoſe which paſs 
between Katharine and Petruchio. 

I once thought that the name of this play might have been taken 
from an old ſtory, entitled, The Wyf lapped in Morells Skin, or The 
Taming of a Shrew ; but I have fince diſcovered among the entries in 
the * of the Stationers Company the following : © Peter Shorte] 
May 2, 1594, a pleaſaunt conceyted hyſtorie, called, The Tayminge 
of a Shrowe.” It is likewiſe entered to Nich. Ling, Jan, 22, 1606; 
and to John Smythwicke, Nov. 19, 1607. 

Chance, however, has at laſt furniſhed me with the original to which 
Shakſpeare was indebted for his fable, in Six old Plays on which 
Shakſpeare founded, &c. publiſhed by S. Leacroft, at Charing- croſs. 


STEEVENS. 


Our author's Taming of the Shrew was written, I imagine, in 1594. 
MAL0NE, 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


— 


A Lord; 

CHRISTOPHER SLY, a drunken Tinker ; Perſons in the 

Hoſteſs, Page, Players, Huntſmen, and other ( Induction. 
ſervants attending on the Lord; 


BaPTISTA, à rich gentleman of Padua. 

ViNCENTIO, an old gentleman of Pija. 

LUCENT10, for to Vincentio, in love with Bianca, 

PETRUCHI1O, @ gentleman of Verona, @ ſuitor to Katha- 
rina. 

GREM1O, I Suitors to Bianca, 

HORTENSI1O» 

TRANIO, 

B1ONDELLO, 

GRUMIO, 


CuRTIs, 
Pedant, an old fellow ſet up to per ſonate Vincentio. 


KATHARINA, the Shrew ; Daughters to Baptifta | 
BiAx ca, her fifter; } OT "7 TINY 


Widew. 


* Serwants to Lucentio. 


Servant: to Petruchio. 


T. ailer, Haberdaſber, and Servants attending on Baptiſta and 
Petruchio. 


SCENE, ſometimes in Padua; and ſometimes in Petruchio's 


Houſe in the Country, 


FE nn a — 


TAMING OF THE SHRFW. 


INDUCTION, 


SCENE I. 
Before an Alehouſe on a Heath, 


Enter Hoſteſs and SLY. 


Sly. 

'LL pheeſe you, in faith. 
I. Hoſt. A pair of ſtocks, you rogue 

Sly. Ware a baggage ; the Slies are no rogues : Look 
in the chronicles, we came in with Richard Conqueror. 
Therefore, paucas pallabris ; let the world ſlide : Sea 

Hoſt. You will not pay for the glaſſes you have burſt ? 

Sly, No, not a denier : Go by, ſays Jeronimy ;—Go to 


thy cold bed, and warm thee. 


Hoſt. IJ know my remedy, I muſt go fetch the thirdbo- 
rough. | [ Exit. 
Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'Il anſwer 


him by law: I'll not budge an inch, boy; let him come, 


and kindly, [ Lies down on the ground, and falls aſleep. 
Mind horns. Enter a Lord from hunting, with Huntſmen 
and Servants. | 


Lord. Huntſman, I charge thee, tender well my hounds: 
B Brach 
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Brach Merriman,—the poor cur is emboſs'd, 

And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd brach. 
Saw'ſt thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 

At the hedge* corner, in the coldeſt fault ? 

I would not loſe the dog for twenty pound. 

1 Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord; 
He cried upon it at the mereſt lofs, 
And twice to-day pick'd out the dulleſt ſcent : 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool; if Echo were as fleet, 
I would eſteem him worth a dozen ſuch. 
But ſup them well, and look unto them all ; 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 

1 Hun, I will, my lord. 

Lord. What's here ? one dead, or drunk ? See, doth he 
| breathe ? | 

2 Hun. He breathes, my lord: Were he not warm'd 

with ale, x 
This were a bed but cold to ſleep ſo ſoundly. 

Lord. O monſtrous beaſt! how like a ſwine he lies ! 
Grim death, how foul and loathſome is thine image ! 
Sirs, I will practiſe on this drunken man. 
What think you, if he were convey'd to bed, 

Wrapp'd in ſweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers, 
A molt delicious banquet by his bed, 

And brave attendants near him when he wakes, 
Would not the beggar then forget himſelf ? 

1 Hun. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot chooſe. 

2 Hun, It would ſeem ſtrange unto him when he wak'd, 

Lord. Even as a flattering dream, or worthleſs fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeſt ;— 

Carry him gently to my faireſt chamber, | 
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures: 
Balm his foul head with warm diſtilled waters, 


6 | | And 
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And burn ſweet wood to make the lodging ſweet : 
Precure me muſick ready when he wakes, 
To make a dulcet and a heavenly ſound ; 
And if he chance to ſpeak, be ready ſtraight, 
And, with a low ſubmiſkve reverence, 
Say,—What is it your honour will command ? 
Let one attend him with a ſilver baſon, 
Full of roſe-water, and beſtrew'd with flowers; 
Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper, 
And ſay,— Will't pleaſe your lordſhip cool your hands ? 
Some one be ready with a coſtly ſuit, 
And aſk him what apparel he will wear ; 
Another tell him of his hounds and horſe, 
And that his lady mourns at his diſeaſe : 
Perſuade him, that he hath been lunatick; 
And, when he ſays he is —, fay, that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs ; 
It will be paſtime paſſing excellent, 
If it be huſbanded with modeſty. 
1 Hun. My lord, I warrant you, we'll play our part; 
As he ſhall think, by our true diligence, 
He is no leſs than what we ſay he is. 
Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him; 
And each one to his office, when he wakes.— 
[ Some bear out SLY. A trumpet ſounds. 
Sirrah, go ſee wan trumpet tis that ſounds :— 
[Exit Servant. 
Belike, ſome madly gentleman ; that means, 
Travelling ſome journey, to repoſe him here.— 


Re-enter a Servant. 


How now? who is it? 
B 2 Fe. 
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Were he the verieſt antick in the world. 
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Ser. An it pleaſe your honour, 
Players that offer ſervice to your lordſhip. 
Lord. Bid them come near : 


Enter Players. 


Now, fellows, you are welcome. 
1 Play. We thank your honour. 
Lord. Do you intend to ſtay with me to-night ? 

2 Play. So pleaſe your lordſhip to accept our duty. 
Lord. With all my heart.—This fellow I remember, 
Since once he play'd a farmer's eldeſt ſon ;— 2 
*T was where you woo'd the gentlewoman fo well!? 2 
I have forgot your name; but, ſure, that part | 

Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd. 
1 Play. I think, twas Soto that your honour means. 6 
Lord. Tis very true thou didſt it excellent. 1 
Well, you are come to me in happy time; 0 
The rather for I have ſome ſport in hand, | 4 
Wherein your cunning can aſſiſt me much. | 
There is a lord will hear you play to-night : 


E 5 nr * * 
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But I am doubtful of your modeſties ; | | 1 
Leſt over- eying of his odd behaviour, 1 
(For yet his honour never heard a play,) 1 
You break into ſome merry paſſion, 5 
And ſo offend him; for I tell you, ſirs, 5 
If you ſhould ſmile, he grows impatient. | | 3 


1 Play. Fear not, my lord; we can contain ourſelves, 


Lord. Go, ſirrah, take them to the buttery, 
And give them friendly welcome every one; 
Let them want nothing that my houſe affords.— 
[Exeunt Servant and Players. 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, 17 9 a Servant. 
And 
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And with declining head into his boſom, — 


Anon I'll give thee more inſtructions.— 


May well abate the over-merry ſpleen, 
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And ſee him dreſs'd in all ſuits like a lady: 

That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber, 
And call hin—madam, do him obeiſance. 

Tell him from me, (as he will win my love,) 

He bear himſelf with honourable action, 

Such as he hath obſerv'd in noble ladies 

Unto their lords, by them accompliſhed : 

Such duty to the drunkard let him do, 

With ſoft low tongue, and lowly courteſy ; 

And ſay,—What is't your honour will command, 
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife, 

May ſhow her duty, and make known her love ? 
And then—with kind embracements, tempting kiſſes, 


Bid him ſhed tears, as being overjoy'd 

To ſee her noble lord reſtor'd to health, 

Who, for twice ſeven years, hath eſteemed him 
No better than a poor and loathſome beggar : 
And if the boy have not a woman's gift, 

To rain a ſhower of commanded tears, 

An onion will do well for ſuch a ſhift ; 

Which in a napkin being cloſe convey'd, 

Shall in deſpite enforce a watry eye. 

See this deſpatch'd with all the haſte thou canſt ; 


| [ Exit Servant, 
I know, the boy will well uſurp the grace, | 
Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman: 

I long to hear him call the drunkard, huſband ; 

And how my men will ſtay themſelves from laughter 
When they do homage to this ſimple peaſant. 

I'll in to counſel them: haply, my preſence 


Which otherwiſe would grow into extremes. [ Exeunt. 
B 3 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
A Bedchamber in the Lord's Houſe. 


SLY 2s diſcovered in a rich night gown, with Attendants ; 


ſome with apparel, others with baſon, ewer, and other ap- 
purtenances, Enter Lord, dreſsd like a ſervant. 


Sly. For God's ſake, a pot of ſmall ale. 


Serv. Will't pleaſe your lordſhip drink a cup of ſack? 


2 Serv. Will't pleaſe your honour taſte of theſe con- 
ſerves ? 


3 Serv. What raiment will your honour wear to-day ? 


Sly I am Chriſtophero Sly; call not me—honour, nor 


lordſhip: I ne'er drank ſack in my life; and if you give 


me any conſerves, give me conſerves of beef: Ne'er aſk me 
what raiment I'll wear; for T have no more doublets than 


backs, no more ſtockings than legs, nor no more ſhoes 

than feet; nay, ſometimes, more feet than ſhoes, or ſuch 

ſhoes as my toes look through the overleather. a 
Lord. Heaven ceaſe this idle humour in your honour! 

O, that a mighty man, of ſuch deſcent, 

Of ſuch poſſeſſions, and ſo high eſteem, 

Should be infuſed with fo foul a ſpirit ! 


Sly. What, would you make me mad? Am not I Chriſ- 


topher Sly, old Sly's ſon of Burton-heath; by birth a 


pedler, by education a card-maker, by tranſmutation a 
bear-herd, and now by preſent profeſſion a tinker ? Aſk 


Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if ſhe know 


me not: if the ſay I am not fourteen pence on the ſcore 
for ſheer ale, ſcore me up for the lying'ſt knave in Chriſ- 


tendom. What, I am not beſtraught: Here's 


1 Serv. O, this it is that makes your lady mourn. 
| 2 Serv. 
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2 Serv. O, this it is that makes your ſervants droop. 
Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred ſnun your houſe, 
As beaten hence by your ſtrange lunacy. 
O, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth ; 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, 
And baniſh hence theſe abject lowly dreams : 
Look, how thy ſervants do attend on thee, 
Each in his office ready at thy beck. 
Wilt thou have muſick ? hark! Apollo plays, [Mujfick, 
And twenty caged nightingales do ſing : 
Or wilt thou ſleep ? we'll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and ſweeter than the luſtful bed 
On purpoſe trimm'd up for Semiramis. 
Say, thou wilt walk; we will beſtrew the ground: 
Or wilt thou ride ? thy horſes ſhall be trapp'd, 
Their harneſs ſtudded all with gold and pearl. 
Doſt thou love hawking ? thou haſt hawks will ſoar 
Above the morning lark: Or wilt thou hunt? 
Thy hounds ſhall make the welkin anſwer them, 
And fetch ſhrill echoes from the hollow earth. 
1 Serv, Say, thou wilt courſe; thy greyhounds are as 
ſwift 
As breathed ſtags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 
2 Serv. Doſt thou love pictures? we will fetch thee 
ſtraight 
Adonis, painted by a running brook ; 
And Cytherea all in ſedges hid ; 
Which ſeem to move and wanton with her breath, 
Even as the waving ſedges play with wind, 
Lord. We'll ſhow thee Io, as ſhe was a maid ; 
And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpris'd, 
As lively painted as the deed was done. 
3 Serv. Or Daphne, roaming through a thorny wood ; 
Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe bleeds ; 
B 4 And 
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And at that ſight ſhall ſad Apollo weep, 
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord: 
Thou haſt a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waning age. 

1 Serv. And, till the tears, that ſhe hath ſhed for thee, 
Like envious floods, o'er-ran her lovely face, 
She was the faireſt creature in the world; 
And yet ſhe is inferior to none. 

Sly. Am Ja lord? and have I ſuch a lady? 
Or do I dream? or have I dream' d till now? 
I do not fleep : I ſee, I hear, I ſpeak ; 
I ſme]l ſweet favours, and I feel ſoft things :;— 
Upon my life, I am a lord, indeed; 
And not a tinker, nor Chriſtophero Sly.— 
Well, bring our lady hither to our ſight; 
And once again, a pot o the ſmalleſt ale, 

2 Sery, Will't pleaſe your mightineſs to waſh your 

hands ? 
{Servants preſent an ewer, baſon, and napkiz, 

O, how we joy to ſee your wit reſtor'd ! 
O, that once more you knew but what you are ! 
Theſe fifteen years you have been In a dream ; 
Or, when you wak'd, ſo wak'd as if you flept. 

Sly. Theſe fiftecn years! by my fay, a goodly nap, 
But did I never ſpeak of all that time ? 

1 Ser. O, yes, my lord! but very idle words :— 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you ſay, ye were beaten out of door; 
And rail upon the hoſteſs of the houſe; 
And ſay, you would preſent her at the leet, 
Becanſe ſhe brought ſtone jugs, and no ſeal'd guarts : 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 

Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the houſe, 


4 3 Sery, 


ak "v9 
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3 Serv. Why, fir, you know no houſe, nor no fuch 
maid 
Nor no ſuch men, as you have reckon'd up,— 
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell ; 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 
Which never were, nor no man ever ſaw, 
Sly. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends ! 
All. Amen. | 
Sly, J thank thee z thou ſhalt not loſe by it. 


Enter the Page, as a lady, with Attendants. 


Page. How fares my noble lord ? 

Sly, Marry, I fare well; for here 1s cheer 2 
Where is my wife? 0 

Page. Here, noble lord; What is thy will with her? 

Sly. Are you my wife, aud will not call me—huſband ? 
My men ſhould call me—lord ; I am your goodman. 

Page. My huſband and my lord, my lord and huſband ; 
I am your wife in all obedience. 

Sly, I know it well ;—What muſt I call her? 

Lord. Madam, 

Sly. Al'ce madam, or 1 madam ? 

= Madam, and nothing elſe ; ſo lords call ladies. 

Madam wife, they ſay, that J have dream'd, and 
ſlept 

Above ſome fifteen year and more, 

Page. Ay, and the time ſeems thirty unto me; 
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed. 

Sly. Tis much ;—Servants, leave me and her alone,— 
Madam, undreſs you, and come now to bed, 

Page. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you, 


To pardon me yet for a night or two; 


Or, 
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Or, if not ſo, until the ſun be ſet; 
For your phyſicians have expreſsly charg'd, 
In peril to incur your former malady, 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your bed : 
I hope, this reaſon ſtands for my excuſe. 
Sly. Ay, it ſtands ſo, that I may hardly tarry fo long. 
But I would be loth to fall into my dreams again; I will 
therefore tarry, in deſpite of the fleſh and the blood, 


Euter a Servant. 


Serv. Your honour's players, hearing your amendment, 
Are come to play a pleaſant comedy, 
For ſo your doctors hold it very meet ; 
Seeing too much ſadneſs hath congeal'd your blood, 
And melancholy i is the nurſe of frenzy, 
Therefore, they thought it good you hear a play, 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
Which bars a thouſand harms, and lengthens life. 

Sly. Marry, I will; let them play it: Is not a com- 
monty a Chriftmas gambol, or a tumbling trick ? 
Page. No, my good lord; it is more pleaſing ſtuff. 
Sly. What, houſehold ſtuff? _ 
Page. It is a kind of hiſtory. 
Sly, Well, we'll ſee't : Come, madam wife, fit by my 
fide, and let the world flip ; we ſhall ne'er be younger. 


[ They fit down. 
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Act 1. TAMING or THE SHREW. 


ACT I. SCENE i. 
Mo re rn rm rn rome 


Padua. A publick Place. 


Enter LUCENT10 and TRANIO. 


Luc, Tranio, fince—for the great deſire I had 
To ſee fair Padua, nurſery of arts,— 
I am arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy, 
The pleaſant garden of great Italy; 
And, by my father's love and leave, am arm'd 
With his good will, and thy good company, 
Moſt truſty ſervant, well approv'd in all; 
Here let us breathe, and happily inſtitute 
A courſe of learning, and ingenious ſtudies, 
Piſa, renowned for grave citizens, 
Gave me my being, and my father firſt, 


A merchant of great traffick through the world, 


Vincentio, come of the Bentivoli. 
Vincentio his ſon, brought up in Florence, 


It ſhall become, to ſerve all hopes conceiv'd, 


To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ſtudy, 
Virtue, and that part of philoſophy 


- Will I apply, that treats of happineſs 


By virtue *ſpecially to be achiev'd. 

Tell me thy mind: for I have Piſa left, 

And am to Padua come; as he that leaves 

A ſhallow. plaſh, to plunge him in the deep, 

And with ſatiety ſeeks to quench his thirſt. 
Tra. Mi perdonate, gentle maſter mine, 


11 


Tam 
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Jam in all affected as yourſelf; 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
To fuck the fweets of ſweet philoſophy. 
Only, good maſter, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral diſcipline, 
Let's he no ſtoics, nor no ſtocks, I pray; 
Or ſo devote to Ariſtotle's checks, | 
As Ovid be an outcaſt quite abjur'd : IF 
Talk logick with acquaintance that you have, & 
And practiſe rhetorick in your common talk; 
Muſick and poeſy ufe, to quicken you; 
The mathematicks, and the metaphyſicks, 
Fall to them, as you find your ſtomach ſerves you: 
No profit grows, where is no pleaſure ta'en ;— 
In brief, fir, ſtudy what you moſt affect. 

Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well doſt thou adviſe. 
If, Biondello, thou wert come aſhore, 
We could at once put us in readineſs; 
And take a lodging, fit to entertain 
Such friends as time in Padua ſhall beget. 
But ſtay awhile : What company is this? 

Tra, Maſter, ſome ſhow, to welcome us to town. 


Enter BAPTISTA, KATHARINA, BIANCA, GREMIO, and 
HoRrTENSIo. LUCENTIoO and TRAN1O Hand aſide. 


Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no further, 

For how I firmly am reſolv'd you know; 
That 1s,—not to beſtow my youngeſt daughter, 
Before I have a huſband for the elder : 
If either of you both love Katharina, 
Becauſe I know you well, and love you well, 
Leave ſhall you have to court her at your pleaſure. 

| | Gre. 
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Gre. To cart her rather: She's too rough for me ;— 
There, there Hortenſio, will you any wife? 

Kath. 1 pray you, fir, [To BAP. ] is it your will 
To make a ſtale of me amongſt theſe mates? 

Hor. Mates, maid! how mean you that? no mates for you, 
Unleſs you were of gentler, milder mould. 

Kath. I'faith, fir, you ſhall never need to fear; 
I wis, it is not half way to her heart: 
But, if it were, doubt not, her care ſnould be 


To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtool, 


And paint your face, and uſe you like a foo]. 
Hor. From all ſuch devils, good Lord, deliver us! 
Gre. And me too, good Lord! 
Tra. Huſh, maſter! here is ſome good paſtime toward 
That wench 1s ſtark mad, or wonderful froward. 
Luc. But in the other's ſilence I do ſee 
Maids” mild behaviour and ſobriety. 
Peace, Tranio. 
Tra. Well ſaid, maſter; mum! and gaze your fill. 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may ſoon make good 
What I have ſaid, — Bianca, get you in: 
And let it not diſpleaſe thee, good Bianca; 
For I will love thee ne'er the leſs, my girl. 
Kath. A pretty peat! *tis beſt 
Put finger in the eye,—an ſhe knew why. 
Bian, Siſter, content you in my diſcontent. 
Sir, to your pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe : 
My books, and inſtruments, ſhall be my company; 
On them to look and practiſe by myſelf. 
Luc. Hark, Tranio! thou may'ſt hear Minerva ſpeak. 
(468; 
Hor. nder Baptiſta, will you be ſo ſtrange? 


Sorry am I, that our good will 2 


Bianca's grief. 
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Gre. Why, will you mew her up, 
Signior Baptiſta, for this fiend of hell, 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue? 
Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; I am reſolv'd:— 
Go in, Bianca. [Exit BIANCA. 


And for I know, ſhe taketh moſt delight 


In muſick, inſtruments, and 'poetry, 
Schoolmaſters will I keep within my houſe, 
Fit to inſtruct her youth. —If you, Hortenſio, 
Or ſignior Gremio, you,—know any ſuch, 
Prefer them hither; for to cunning men 
I will be very kind, and liberal 
To mine own children in good bringing- up; 
And ſo farewell. Katharina, you may ſtay 
For I have more to commune with Bianca. [ Ext. 
Kath. Why, and I truſt, I may go too, May I not? 
What, ſhall I be appointed hours; as though, belike, 
I knew not what to take, and what to leave? Ha! 
| [ Exit. 
Gre. You may go to the devil's dam; your gifts are ſo 
good, here is none will hold you. Their love is not 
ſo great, Hortenſio, but we may blow our nails toge- 


ther, and faſt it fairly out; our cake's dough on both 


ſides. Farewell :—Yet, for the love I bear my ſweet Bi- 

anca, if I can by any means light on a fit man, to teach 

her that wherein the delights, I will wiſh him to her father, 
Hor. So will I, fignior Gremio: But a word, I pray. 

Though the nature of our quarrel yet never brook'd 

parle, know now, upon advice, it toucheth us both, 

that we may yet again have acceſs to our fair miſtreſs, 

and be happy rivals in Bianca's loye,—to labour and ef- 

fect one thing "ſpecially. 

Gre. Whar's that, I pray ? | 

Hor. Marry, fir, to get a huſband for her ſiſter, 

Gre. 
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Gre. A huſband! a devil. 
Hor. I ſay, a huſband, 


Gre. I fay, a devil: Think'ſ thou, Hortenſio, though 
her father be very rich, any man is ſo very a fool to be 
married to hell ? 

Hor. Tuſh, Gremio ! though it paſs your patience, and 
mine, to endure her loud alarums, why, man, there be 
good fellows in the world, an a man could light on them, 
would take her with all faults, and money enough. 

Gre, I cannot tell : but I had as lief take her dowry 
with this condition, —to be whipp'd at the bigh-crols . 
every morning. . 

Hor. Faith, as you ſay, there's ſmall choice in rot- 
ten apples. But, come; ſince this bar in law makes 
us friends, it ſhall be fo far forth friendly maintain'd, 
—till by helping Baptiſta's eldeſt daughter to a huſ- 
band, we ſet his youngeſt free for a huſband, and then 
have to't afrelh,—Sweet Bianca !—Happy man be his 
dole ! He that runs faſteſt, gets the ring. How ſay you, 
fignior Gremio? 

Gre. I am agreed: and would I had given him the 
beſt horſe in Padua to begin his wooing, that would 
thoroughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the 
houſe of her. Come on. 

| [Exeunt GREMIO and HORTENS10. 

Tra. [Adwvancing.] I pray, fir, tell me,—ls it poſſible 
That love ſhould of a ſudden take ſuch hold ? 

Luc, O, Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

I never thought it poſſible, or likely; 

But ſee while idly I ſtood looking on, 

I found the effect of love in idleneſs: 

And now in plainneſs do confeis to thee,— 
That art to me as ſecret, and as dear, 

As Anna to the queen of Carthage was, — 
Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perith, Tranio, 
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Tf IT achieve not this young modeſt girl: 
Counſel me, Tranio, for I know thou canſt; 
Aſſiſt me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 
Tra. Maſter, it is no time to chide you now; 
Affection is not rated from the heart: 
If love have touch'd you, nought remains but ſo.— 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo. 
Luc. Gramercies, lad; go forward: this contents; 
The reſt will comfort, for thy counſel's ſound. 
Tra. Maſter, you look ſo longly on the maid, 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all. 
Luc. O yes, I ſaw ſweet beauty in her face, 
Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kiſs'd the Cretan ſtrand. | 
Tra, Saw you no more? mark'd you not, how her 
ſiſter 1 
Began to ſcold; and raiſe up ſuch a ſtorm, 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din? 
Luc. Tranio, I ſaw her coral lips to move, 
And with her breath ſhe did perfume the air; 
Sacred, and ſweet, was all I ſaw in her. 
Tra. Nay, then, *tis time to ſtir him from his trance, 
I pray, awake, fir; If you love the maid, | 
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it 
ſtands :— 
Her elder ſiſter is ſo curſt and ſhrewd, 
That, till the father rid his hands of her, 
Maſter, your love muſt live a maid at home; 
And therefore has he cloſely mew'd her up, 
Becauſe ſhe ſhall not be annoy'd with ſuitors. 
Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father's he ! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took ſome care 
To get her cunning ſchoolmaſters to inſtruct her? 
| | Fra, 
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Act 1. TAMING OP THE SHREW. 


Ja. Ay, marry, am I, fir; and now tis plotted. 
Luc. I have it, Tranio. 
Tra. Maſter, for my hand, 
Both our inventions meet and: jump in one. 
Luc. Tell me thine firſt, 
Tra. You will be ſchoolmaſter, 
And undertake the teaching of the maid : 
That's your device. 
Luc. It is: May it be done? 
Tra. Not poſſidle; For who ſhall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's ſon? 
Keep houſe, and ply his book ; welcome his friends; 
Viſit his countrymen, and banquet them ? 
Luc. Baſta ; «content thee ; for I have it full. 
We have not yet been ſeen in any houſe ; 
Nor can we be diſtinguiſn'd by our faces, 
For man, or maſter: then it follows thus; 
Thou ſhalt-be maſter, Tranio, in my ſtead, 
Keep houſe, and port, and ſervants, as I ſhould : 


I will ſome other be : ſome Florentine, 


Some Neapolitan, or mean man of Piſfa.— 
'Tis hatch'd, and ſhall be ſo :—Tranio, at once 
Uncaſe thee ; take my colour'd hat and cloak: 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ; 
But I will charm him firſt to keep his tongue. 
Tra. $0 had you need, [ They exchange habits. 
In brief, fir, ſith it your pleaſure i is, | 
And I am tied to be obedient; | 
(For ſo your father charg'd me at our parting ; 3 
Be ſerviceable to my ſon, quoth he, 


Although, I think, twas in another . — 


I am content to be Lucentio, 
Becauſe ſo well I love Lucentio. | 
Luc. Tranio, be fo, becauſe Lucentio loves: 
| : CC And 
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18 TAMING OF THE SHREW. Act 1. 


And let me be a ſlave, - to achieve that majd | 
Whoſe ſudden ſight hath thrall'd my wounded eye, 


Enter BIONDELLO. 


Here comes the rogue. —Sirrah, where have you been? 
Bion. Where have I been? Nay, how now, where 
are you ? 
Maſter, has my fellow Tranio ſtol'n your clothes? 
Or you ſtol'n his? or both? pray, what's the news ? 
Luc. Sirrah, come hither; 'tis no time to jeſt, 
And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio here, to ſave my life, 
Puts my apparel and my countenance on, 
And I for my eſcape have put on his; 
For in a quarrel, ſince I came athore, 
J kill'd a man, and fear I was deſcried : - 
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes, 
While I make way from hence to ſaye my life: 
You underſtand me ? mY 
Bion. I., far? ne'er a whit. 
Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth 3 
Tranio is chang'd into Lucentio. 
Bion. The better for him; Would, I were fo too! 
Treg. So would I, faith, boy, to have the next wiſh 
after, — | 
That Lucentio indeed had Baptiſta's youngeſt daughter. 
But, firrah,—not for my ſake, but your maſter's,—I ad- 
viſe 
You uſe your manners diſcreetly in all kind of companies: 
When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio; 
But in all places elite, your maſter Lucentio. 
Luc. Tranio, let's go: — 
One thing more reſts, that thyſelf execute; 
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To make one among theſe wooers: If thou aſk me 
_why,— 
Sufficeth, my reaſons are both good and weighty. 
[Excunt, 
1 Serv. My lord, you nod; you do not mind the play. 
Sly. Yes, by ſaint Anne, do I. A good matter, ſurely ; 
Comes there any more of it ? 
Page. My lord, tis but begun. 
Sly. *Tis à very excellent piece of work, madam lady; 
Mould't were done ! | | 


SCENE. II. 
The ſame, Before Hortenſio's Houſe, 


Exter PETRUCHIO and GRUMIO., 


Pet. Verona, for a while I take my leave, 
To ſee my friends in Padua ; but, of all, 
My beſt beloved and approved friend, 
Hortenſio; and, I trow, this is his houſe :— 
Here, ſirrah Grumio; knock, I ſay. 
Gru. Knock, fir! whom ſhould I knock? is there any 


man has abus'd your worſhip ? 


Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me here ſoundly. 

Gru. Knock you here, fir? why, fir, what am J, fir, 
that I ſhould knock you here, fir ? 

Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me at this gate, 
And rap me well, or I'll knock your knave's pate. 

Cru. My maſter is grown quarrelſome : I ſhould knock 

| you firſt, MEE 

And then I know after who comes by the worſt, 


Pet. Will it not be? | 
C 2 *Faith, 
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Faith, firrah, an you'll not knock, I'll wring it; 
1'll try how you can /, fa, and ſing it. i 
[ He aoring GRUM10 by the ears. 
Gru. Help, maſters, help! my maſter is mad. 
Pet, Now knock when I bid you: ſirrah! villain! 


Enter HORTENS10. 
Hor. How now? what's the matter ?—My old friend 


Grumio! and my good friend Petruchio How do you. 


all at Verona? 

Pet. Signior Hortenſio, come you to part the fray ? 
Con tutto il core bene trowvato, may I ſay. 

Hor, Alla neftra caſa bene venuto, 

Molto honorato fignor mio Petruchio. 
Riſe, Grumio, riſe; we will compound this quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, tis no matter, what he leges in Latin.—If 
this be not a lawful cauſe for me to leave his ſervice,— 
Look, you, fir,—he bid me knock him, and rap him 
ſoundly, fir: Well, was it fit for a ſervant to uſe his 
maſter ſo; being, perhaps, (for aught I ſee,) two and 
thirty, —a pip out? 

Whom, would to God, I had well knock'd at firſt, 
Then had not Grumio come by the worſt. 

Pet. A ſenſeleſs villain !—-Good Hortenſio, 
bade the raſcal knock upon your gate, 

And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gru. Knock at the gate?—O heavens! — 

Spake you not theſe words plain, —Sirrab, knock me here, 


Rap me here, knock me well, and knock me ſoundly ? 


And come you now with—knocking at the gate? 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I adviſe you. 

Hor. Petruchio, patience; I am Grumio's pledge: 
Why, this a heavy chance 'twixt bim and you; | 
Your 
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Your ancient, truſty, pleaſant ſervant Grumio. 
And tell me now, ſweet friend, —what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ? 

Pet. Such wind as ſcatters young men through the 

world, 

To ſeek their fortunes further than at home, 
Where ſmall experience grows. But, in a few, 
Signior Hortenſio, thus it ſtands with me :— 
Antonio, my father, is deceas'd ; 
And I have thruſt myſelf into this maze, 
Haply to wive, and thrive, as beſt I may: 
Crowns in my purſe I have, and goods at home, 
And fo am come abroad to ſee the world. 

Hor. Petruchio, ſhall I then come roundly to thee, 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrewd ill- favour'd wife? 
Thou'dſt thank me but a little for my coun('! : 
And yet I'll promiſe thee ſhe ſhall be rich, 
And very rich ;—but thou'rt tov much my friend, 
And I'll not with thee to her. 

Pet. Signior Hortenſio, *twixt ſuch friends as we, 


Few words ſuffice: and, therefore, if thou know 


One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife, 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance,) 
Be ſhe as foul as was Florentius' love, 
As old as Sibyl, and as curſt and ſhrewd 
As Socrates' Xantippe, or a worſe, 
She moves me not, or not removes, at leaſt, 
Affection's edge in me; were ſhe as rough 
As are the ſwelling Adriatick ſeas : 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 
Tf wealthily, then happily in Padua, 
Gru. Nay, look you, fir, he tells you flatly what his 
mind is: Why, give him gold enough, and marry him 
to a puppet, or an aglet-baby ; or an old trot with nc'er 


C 3 a tooth 
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a tooth in her head, though ſhe have as many diſeaſes 
as two and fifty horſes : why, nothing comes amiſs, fo 
money comes withal. 95 

Hor, Petruchio, ſince we have ſtepp'd thus far in, 
I will continue that I broach'd in jeſt. 
J can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young, and beauteous; 
Brought up, as beſt becomes a gentlewoman : 
Her only fault (and that is faults enough,) 


Is, —that ſhe is intolerably curſt, v 
And ſhrewd, and froward ; ſo beyond all meaſure, | 4 
That, were my ſtate far worſer than it is, E } 
I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 1 5 

Pet. Hortenſio, peace; thou know' not gold's et- : is 


fect :— 

Tell me her father's name, and 'tis enough; 
For I will board her, though ſhe chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack. 

Hor. Her father is Baptiſta Minola, 
An affable and ceurteous gentleman : . = 
Her name 1s, Katharina Minola, | 
Renown'd in Padua for her ſcolding tongue. 

Pat. I know her father, though I know not her; 
And he knew my deceaſed father well :— | 
I will not ſleep, Hortenſio, till I fee her; 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this firſt encounter, 
Unleſs you will accompany me thither. 

Gru. I pray you, fir, let him go while the humour laſts, 
O' my word, an ſhe knew him as well as I do, ſhe would 
think ſcolding would do little good upon him: She may, 
perhaps, call him half a ſcore knaves, or fo: why, that's 
nothing; an he begin once, he'll rail in his rope-tricks. 


3 
I'll tell you what, fir,—an ſhe ſtand him but a little, he 


will 
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will throw a figure in her face, and fo disfigure her with 
it, that ſhe ſhall have no more eyes to ſee withal than a 
cat: You know him not, fir. 
Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I muſt go with thee z 
For in Baptiſta's keep my treaſure is: 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold, 
His youngeſt daughter, beautiful Bianca ; 
And her withholds from me, and other more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love : 
Suppoſing it a thing impoſſible, 
(For thoſe defects I have before rehears'd,) 
'That ever Katharina will be woo'd, 
Therefore this order hath Baptiſta ten ;— 
'That none ſhall have acceſs unto Bianca, 
Till Katharine the curſt have got a huſband. 
Gru. Katharine the curſt ! | 
A title for a maid, of all titles the worſt. 
Hor. Now ſhall my friend Petruchio do me grace; 
And offer me, diſguis'd in ſober robes, 
To old Baptiſta as a ſchoolmaſter 
Well ſeen in muſick, to inſtruct Bianca: 
That ſo I may by this device, at leaſt, 
Have leave and leiſure to make love to her, 
And, uniuſpected, court her by herſelf. 


a© y 


Enter GREMIOz with him LUCENTIO diſguiſe, with books 
under his arm, 


Gru. Here's no knavery ! See, to beguile the old folks, 
how the young folks lay their heads together! Maſter, 
maſter, look about you: Who goes there? ha! 

Hor. Peace, Grumio; tis the rival of my love :— 
Petruchio, ſtand by a while. 

Cru. A proper ſtripling, and an amorous ! [They r/tirs. 

4 OC. 
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Gre. O, very well; J have perus'd the note. 
Hark-you, fir; I'll haye them very fairly bound : 
All books of love, ſee that at any hand; 

And ſee you read no other lectures to her: 

You underſtand me: Over and beſide ' 

S1gnior Baptiſta's liberality, 

I'll mend it with a largeſs:— Take your papers too, 
And let me have them very well perfum' d; 

For ſhe 1s ſweeter than perfume itſelf, 

To whom they go. What will you read to her ? 

Luc. Whate'er I read to her, I'll plead for you, 
As for my patron, (ſtand you ſo aſſur'd,) 

As firmly as yourſelf were till in place: 
Yea, and (perhaps) with more ſucceſsful words 
Than you, unleſs you were a ſcholar, fir. 

Gre. O this learning! what a thing it is! 

Gru. O this woodcock! what an aſs it is! 

Pet. Peace, ſirrah. | | 

Hor. Grumio, mum God ſave you, ſignior Gremio! 

re. And you're well met, ſignior Hortenſio. Trow 
vou, 
Whither I am going 2=To Baptiſta Minola. 
I promis'd to enquire carefully 
About a ſchoolmaſter for fair Bianca: 
And, by good fortune, I have lighted well 
On this young man; for learning and behaviour, 
Fit for her turn; well read in poetry, ; 
And other back. ones, I warrant you. 
Hor. *Tis well : and I have met a gentleman, 
Hath promis'd me ts help me to another, 
A fine muſician to inſtruct our miſtreſs ; 
So ſhall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, fo belov'd of me. ö 
Gre, Belov'd of me, —and that my FRE mall prove. 


Gru. 
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Gru. And that his bags ſhall"prove. LAlide. 
Hor. Gremio, tis now no time to vent our love: 
Liſten to me, and if you ſpeak me fair, 
I'll tell you news indifferent good for either. 


Here ga gentleman, whom by chance I met, 
Upon agreement from us to his hiking, 


Will undertake to woo curſt Katharine ; 
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleaſe. 
Gre. So ſaid, ſo done, is well : — 
Hortenſio, have you told him all her faults ? 
Pet. I know, ſhe is an irkſome brawling ſcold ; 


If that be all, maſters, I hear no harm. 


Gre. No, ſay'ſt me ſo, friend? What countryman ? 
Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's ſon : 
My father dead, my fortune lives for me; 
And I do hope good days, and long, to ſee, 
Gre. O, fir, ſuch a life, with ſuch a wife, were ſtrange: 
But, if you have a ſtomach, to't o' God's name; 
You ſhall have me aſſiſting you in all. 
But will you woo this wild cat ? 
Pei. Will I ive? 
Gru. Will he woo her? ay, or I'll hang her. [Afide. 
Pet, Why came I hither, but to that intent ? 
Think you, a little din can daunt mine ears? 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar ? 
Have I not heard the ſea, puff d up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with (ſweat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field, 
And heaven's artillery thunder in the ſkies ? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud larums, neighing ſeeds, and trumpets” clang ? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue ; 
That gives not half fo great a blow to the ear, 
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As will a cheſnut in a farmer's fire? 
Tuſh! tuſh! fear boys with bugs. a 

Cru. For he fears none. [ Asie. 


Gre, Hortenſio, hark 
This gentleman is happily arriv'd, 
My mind preſumes, for his own good, and yours. 
Hor. I promis'd, we would be contributors, 
And bear his charge of wooing, whatſoe'er. 
Cre. And ſo we will; provided, that he win her." 
Cru. I would, I were as ſure of a good dinner. [ A/ide. 


Enter TRANIO, bravely apparelld; and BIONDELLO. 


Tra. Gentlemen, God fave you! If T may be bold, 

Tell me, I beſeech you, which is the readieſt way 

To the houſe of ſignior Baptiſta Minola ? 
Gre. He that has the two fair daughters :—1s't [ Aſide to 

TRANIO.] he you mean? 

Tra. Even he. Biondello! 
Gre. Hark you, fir; You mean not her to 
Tra. Perhaps, him and her, fir ; What have you to do ? 
Pet. Not her that cludes, fir, at any hand, I pray. 
Tra. I love no chiders, ſir :—Biondello, let's away. 
Luc. Well begun, Tranio. [ A/ide. 
Hor. Sir, a word ere you go; — 

Are you a ſuitor to the maid you talk of, yea, or no? 
Tra, An if I be, fir, is it any offence? 
Gre. No; if without more words, you will get you 

hence. : 

Tra. Why, fir, I pray, are not the ſtreets as free 

For me, as for you ? | 

Gre. | But ſo 1s not ſhe. 

Tra. For what reaſon, I beſeech you ? 

Gre, For this reaſon, if you'll know,— 


'T hat 


« 
% Þ 
* 
* 
7 
i 
4.5 
46 
Yo 
4 My 
LOS 
* 
; pk 
Co 
+ 


N 
* 
my 
36 5 
89 
— 9 
Tn pl 
„ 


* e 5 Peet tl 


k 
X 1 * 
D 


<4 . 3 
4 ” „ 7 
bas e 
S 


Act 1. TAMING OF THE SHREW., 27 


That ſhe's the choice love of ſignior Gremio. 
Hor. That ſhe's the choſen of ſignior Hortenſio. 
Tra. Softly, my maſters ! if you be gentlemen, 

Do me this right, —hear me with patience. 

Baptiſta 1s a noble gentleman, : 

To whom my father is not all unknown; 

And, were his daughter fairer than ſhe is, 

She may more ſuitors have, and me for one. 

Fair Leda's daughter had a thouſand wooers ; 

Then well one more may fair Bianca have : 

And ſo ſhe ſhall; Lucentio ſhall make one, 

'Though Paris came, in hope to ſpeed alone. 

Gre. What ! this gentleman will out-talk us all. 

Luc. Sir, give him head; I know, he'll prove a jade. 

Pet. Hortenſio, to what end are all theſe words? 

Hor. Sir, let me be ſo bold as to aſk you, 

Did you yet ever ſee Baptiſta's daughter ? 

Tra. No, fir ; but hear I do, that he hath two; 
The one as famous for a ſcolding tongue, 

As is the other for beauteous modeſty. 

Pet. Sir, ſir, the firſt's for me; let her go by. 

Gre. Vea, leave that labour to great Hercules; 
And let it be more than Alcides' twelve. 

Pet. Sir, underſtand you this of me, inſooth ;— 
The youngeſt daughter, whom you hearken for, 
Her father keeps from all acceſs of ſuitors ; 

And will not promiſe her to any man, 
Until the elder ſiſter firſt be wed : 
The younger then is free, and not before. 

Tra. If it be fo, fir, that you are the man 
Muſt ſtead us all, and me among the reſt ; 

An if you break the ice, and do this feat, — 
Achieve the elder, ſet the younger free 


3 For 
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For our acceſs, —whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 
Will not ſo graceleſs be, to be ingrate. | 
Hor. Sir, you ſay well, and well you do conceive ; 
And ſince you do profeſs to be a ſuitor, 
You muſt, as we do, gratify this gentleman, 
To whom we all reſt generally beholden. 
Tra. Sir, I ſhall not be ſlack : in ſign whereof, 
Pleaſe ye we may contrive this afternoon, 
And quaff carouſes to our miſtreſs” health; 
And do as adyerſaries do in law, — | 
Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 
Gru. Bion. O excellent motion! Fellows, let's bes 
gone. 
Hor. The motion's good indeed, and be it fo ;— 
Petrughio, I ſhall be your ben wenuto, [Exeunt. 
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SCENE I. 


The ſame, A Room in Baptiſta's, Houſe, 
Enter KATHARINA and BIANCA, 


Bian, Good ſiſter, wrong me not, nor wrong yourſelf, 
To make a bondmaid and a ſlave of me; 
That I diſdain : but for theſe other gawds,— 
Unbind'my hands, I'll pull them off myſelf, 

Yea, all my raiment to my petticoat ; 
Or, what you will command me, will I do, 
So well I know my duty to my elders. 

Kath. Of all thy ſuitors, here I charge thee, tell 
Whom thou lov'ſt beſt : ſee thou diſſemble not. 

Bian. Believe me, fiſter, of all the men alive, 

I never yet beheld that ſpecial face 


Which I could fancy more than any another. 


Kath, Minion, thou lieſt; Is't not Hortenſio? 
Bian, If you affect him, ſiſter, here I ſwear, 
I' plead for you myſelf, but you ſhall have him. 

Kath. O then; belike, you fancy riches more; 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Bian. Is it for him you do envy me fo ? 
Nay, then you jeſt ; and now I well perceive, 
You have but jeſted with me all this while: 
I pr'ythee, ſiſter Kate, untie my hands. 

Kath, If that be jeſt, then all the reſt was fo. | 

\ Strikes her. 


Enter 
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Enter BAPTISTA. 


Bap. Why, how. now, dame! whence grows this inſo« 
lence ? 
Bianca, ſtand aſide ; poor girl | ſhe weeps :— 
Go ply thy needle ; meddle not with her,— 
For ſhame, thou hilding of a deviliſh ſpirit, 
Why dofſt thou wrong her that did ne'er wrong thee ? 
When did ſhe croſs thee with a bitter word ? 
Kath, Her ſilence flouts me, and I'll be reveng d. 
Flies after BIAN ca. 
Bap. What, in my ſight ?—Bianca, get thee in. 
[Exit BIANCA, 
Kath. Will you not ſuffer me? Nay, now I ſee, 
She is your treaſure, ſhe muſt have a huſband ; 
I muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding-day, 
And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell, 
Talk not to me; I will go fit and weep, | 
Till I can find occaſion of revenge. [Exit KATHARINA. 
Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev d as I? 
But who comes here ? ? 


Enter GREM1O, evith LUCENTI1O in the habit of a mean 


man; PETRUCHIO, with HORTENSIO as @ muſician ; 
and TRANIO, bi, BLONDELLO bearing à lute and 
books. 


Gre. Good-morrow, neighbour Baptiſta. 
Bap. Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio: God ave 
you, gentlemen ! 
Pet. And you, good fir! Pray, have you not a daugh- 
ter 
Call'd Katharina, fair, and virtuous? 


Bap. 
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Bap. I have a daughter, ſir, call'd Katharina. 
Gre. You are too blunt, go to it orderly. 
Pet. You wrong me, ſignior Gremio; give me leave, 
I am a gentleman of Verona, fir, 
That,—hearing of her beauty, and her wit, 
Her affability, and baſhful modeſty, 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, — 
Am bold to ſhow myſelf a forward gueſt ; 
Within your houſe, to make mine eye the witneſs 
Of that report which I ſo oft have heard. 
And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 
I do preſent you with a man of mine, 
| [Preſenting HORTENSIO, 
Cunning in muſick, and the mathematicks, 
To inſtruct her fully in thoſe ſciences, 
Whereof, I know, ſhe 1s not 1gnorant : 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong ; 
His name is Licio, born in Mantua. 
Bap. You're welcome, ſir; and he, for your good ſake: 
But for my daughter Katharine, — this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more my grief. 
Pet, I ſee, you do not mean to part with her; 
Or elſe you like not of my company. 
Bap. Miſtake me not, I ſpeak but as I find. 
Whence are you, fir? what may I call your name ? 
Pet. Petruchio is my name; Antonio's fon, 
A man well known throughout all Italy. 
Bap. I know him well : you are welcome for his ſake. 
Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray, 
Let us, that are poor petitioners, ſpeak too : 
Baccare! you are marvellous forward. | 
Pet. O, pardon me, ſignior Gremio; I would fain be 
doing, | | 


Gre. 
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Gre. I doubt it not, ſir; but you will curſe your 
wooing.— 

Neighbour, this is a gift very crarefal, Jam ſure of it. 
To expreſs the like kindneſs myſelf, that have been more 
kindly beholden to you than any, I freely give unto you 
this young ſcholar, { Preſentmg LucewnTio.] that hath 
been long ſtudying at Rheims; as cunning in Greek, La- 
tin, and other languages, as the other in muſick and ma- 
thematicks : his name is Cambio ; pray, accept his ſer- 
vice. 

Bap. A thouſand thanks, fignior Gremio; welcome, 
good Cambio.— But, gentle fir, [To TRan10.] methinks, 
you walk like a ſtranger z May I be fo bold to know the 
cauſe of your coming ? 

Tra. Pardon me, fir, the boldneſs is mine own 3 
That, being a ſtranger in this city here, 

Do make myſelf a ſuitor to your daughter, 
Unto Bianca, fair, and virtuous. 

Nor 1s your firm reſolve unknown to me, 

In the preferment of the eldeft ſifter : 

This liberty is all that J requeſt,— 

That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 

J may have welcome *mongſt the reſt that woo, 
And free acceſs and favour as the reſt. 

And, toward the education of your daughters, 
J here beſtow a fimple inſtrument, 

And this ſmall packet of Greek and Latin books : 
If you accept them, then their worth is great. 

Bap. Lucentio is your name ? of whence, I rays: 

Tra. Of Piſa, ſir ; ſon to Vincentio, 

Bap. A mighty man of Piſa; by report 
I know him well: you are very welcome, ſir.— 

Take you [To Hok.}] the lute, and you [To Luc. 6.] the 
ſet of books, 
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You ſhall go ſee your pupils ons < 
Holla, within !— 


Enter a Servant. 
Sirrah, lead 
Theſe gentlemen to my daughters; and tell them both, 
Theſe are their tutors ; bid them uſe them well. 
[Exit Servant, with HORTENSIO, LUCENTIO, 
| and BIONDELLO. 

We will go walk a little in the orchard, 
And then to dinner: You are paſſing welcome, 
And ſo Kpray you all to think yourſelves. 

Pet. „ . Baptiſta, my buſineſs aſketh haſte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 
You knew my father well; and in him, me, 
Left ſolely heir to all his lands and goods, 
Which I have better'd rather than decreas'd : 
Then tell me,—if I get your daughter's love, 
What dowry ſhall I have with her to wife ? 

Bap. After my death, the one half of my lands; 
And, in poſſeſſion, twenty thouſand crowns. 

Pet. And, for that dowry, I'll aſſure her of 
Her widowhood,—be it that ſhe ſurvive me,— 
In all my lands and leaſes whatſoever : 
Let ſpecialties be therefore drawn between us, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap. Ay, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain'd, 
This is, —her love; for that is all in all. 

Pet. Why, that is nothing; for I tell you, father, | 
I am as peremptory as ſhe proud-minded ; 


Ani where two raging fires meet together, 


They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury : 
Though little fire grows great with little wind, 
TY | D Yet 
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Yet extreme guſts will blow out fire and all: 
SO I to her, and ſo ſhe yields to me; 
For I am rough, and woo not like a babe. 

Bap. Well may'ſt thou woo, and happy be thy ſpeed? 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappy words. 

Pet. Ay, to the proof ; as mountains are for winds, 
That ſhake not, though they blow perpetually. 


Re-enter HORTENSIO, with his head broken. 


Bap. How now, my friend? why doſt thou look fo pale? 
Hor. For fear, I promiſe you, if I look pale. 
Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good muſician ? 
Hor. I think, ſhe'll ſooner prove a ſoldier ; | 
Iron may hold with her, but never lutes. 
Bap. Why, thea thou canſt not break her to the lute ? 
Hor. Why, no; for ſhe hath broke the lute to me. 
1 did but tell her, ſhe miſtook her frets, 
And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering ; 
When, with a moſt impatient deviliſh ſpirit, 
Frets, call you theſe ? quoth ſhe : TI fume with them : 
And, with that word, ſhe ſtruck me on the head, 
And through the inſtrument my pate made way ; 
And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 
As on a pillory, looking through the lute : 
While ſhe did call me,—raſcal fiddler, 
And—twangling Jack; with twenty ſuch vile terug, 
As ſhe had ſtudied to miſuſe me ſo. 
Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lufty wench; 
[ love her ten times more than e'er I did: 
O, how I long to have ſome chat with her | 
Bap. Well, go with me, and be not ſo diſcomfited: 
Proceed in practice with my younger daughter; 


She“ 


ae 
He. 
2 
2 F. 
— 
a 
4 
* 
*2 
* 
it 
* 
- „ 
_ 
4 
ry © 
- — 
* 


SG 


Act 11. TAMING OF THE SHREW. 35 


She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns,— 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us; 


Or ſhall I ſend my daughter Kate to you? 


Pet. I pray you do; I will attend her here,— 
[ Exeunt ar GREMIO, TRAN ILO, and 
HoRrTENs IO. 
And woo her with ſome ſpirit when ſhe comes. 
Say, that ſhe rail; Why, then T'll tell her plain, 
She ſings as fwectly as a nightingale : 
Say, that ſhe frown ; I'll ſay, ſhe looks as clear 
As morning roſes newly waſh'd with dew : 
Say, ſhe be mute, and will not ſpeak a word; 
Then T'll commend her volubility, 
And ſay—ſhe uttereth piercing eloquence : 
If ſhe do bid me pack, T'll give her thanks, 
As though ſhe bid me ſtay by her a week; 


If the deny to wed, I'll crave the day 


When I ſhall aſk the banns, and when be married: 


But here ſhe comes ; and now, Petruchio, ſpeak. 


Enter KATHARINA. 


Good morrow, Kate; for that's your name, I hear. 


Kath. Well have you heard, but ſomething bard of 
hearing; 


They call me Katharine, that do talk of me. 
Pet. You lie, in faith; for you are call'd plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and fometimes Kate the curſt; 


But Kate, the prettieſt Kate in Chriſtendom, 


Kate of Kate-Hall, my ſuper-dainty Kate, 
For dainties are all cates: and therefore, Kate, 
Take this of me, Kate of my conſolation ;— 
Hearing thy mildneſs prais'd in every town, 
Thy virtues ſpoke of, and thy beauty ſounded, 
D 2 | (Yet 
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(Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs,) 
Myſelf am mov'd to woo thee for my wife. 
Kath. Mov'd! in good time: let him that moy'd you 
hither, 
Remove you hence: I knew you at the firſt, 
You were a moveable. 


Pet. Why, what's a moveable ? 
Kath.. A joint- ſtool. 
Pet. Thou haſt hit it: come, ſit on me. 


Kaih, Aﬀes are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
Pet. Women are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
cath. No ſuch jade, fir, as you, if me you mean. 

Pet. Alas, good Kate ! I will not burden thee : 
For, knowing thee to be but young and light, — 

Kath. Too light for ſuch a ſwain as you to catch; 
And yet as heavy as my weight ſhould be. 

Pet. Should be ? ſhould buz. 

Kath. Well ta'en, and like a buzzard. 

Pet. O, flow-wing'd turtle! ſhall a buzzard take thee ? 

Kath, Ay, for a turtle; as he takes a buzzard. 

Pet. Come, come, you waſp ; i'faith, you are too angry. 

Kath, If I be waſpiſh, beſt beware my ſting. 

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out. 

Kath. Ay, if the fool could find it where it lies. 

Pet. Who knows not where a waſp doth wear his ſting ? 
In his tail. 

Kath, In his tongue. 

Pet, Whoſe tongue ? 

Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails; and ſo farewell. 


Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, come 


again, 
Good Kate; I am a gentleman. 
' Kath. That I'll try. 


Pet. 


[Striking lim. 
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Pet. I ſwear I'll cuff you, if you ſtrike again. 
Kath. So may you loſe your arms: 
If you ſtrike me, you are no gentleman ; 
And it no gentleman, why, then no arms. 
Pet. A herald, Kate? O, put me in thy books, 
Kath, What is your creſt ? a coxcomb ? 
Pet, A combleſs cock, ſo Kate will be my hen. 
Kath. No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven. 
Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come; you mult not look ſo four. 
Kath, It 1s my faſhion, when I ſee a crab. 
Pet. Why, here's no crab; and therefore look not ſour. 
Kath. There is, there is. 
Pet. Then ſhow it me. 


Rab. Had I a glaſs, I would. 
Pet, What, you mean my face ? 
Kath, Well aim'd of ſuch a young one. 


Pet. Now, by ſaint George, I am too young for you. 
Kath, Vet you are wither'd. | 
Pet. Tis with cares. 
Kath, 3 I care not. 
Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate: in ſooth, you ſcape not ſo. 
Kath. I chafe you, if I tarry ; let me go. 
Pet. No, not a whit; I find you paſſing gentle. 
*T was told me, you were rough, and coy, and ſullen, 
And now I find report a very liar; _ 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing courteous ; 
But flow in ſpeech, yet ſweet as ſpring-time flowers; 
Thou canſt not frown, thou canſt not look atkance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will ; 
Nor haſt thou pleaſure to be croſs in talk ; 
But thou with mildneſs entertain'ſt thy wooers, 
With gentle conference, ſoft and affable. 
Why does the world report, that Kate doth limp ? 
O ſlanderous world! Kate, like the hazel-twig, 
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Is ſtraight, and ſlender; and as brown in hue 

As hazel nuts, and ſweeter than the kernels, 

O, let me ſee thee walk: thou doſt not halt. 

Kath, Go, fool, and whom thou keep'ſt command. 
Pet. Did ever Dian ſo become a grove, | 

As Kate this chamber with her princely gait ? 

O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate ; 

And then let Kate be chaſte, and Dian ſportful ! 
Kath. Where did you ſtudy all this goodly ſpeech ? 
Pet. It is extempore, from my mother- wit. 

Kath. A witty mother ! witleſs elſe her ſon. 

Pet. Am I not wiſe ? 

Kath. - Fes; keep you warm. 

Pet. Marry, ſo I mean, ſweet Katharine, in thy bed: 

And therefore, ſetting all this chat aſide, 

Thus in plain terms :—Your father . conſented 

That you ſhall be my wife; your dowry *greed on; 

And, will you, nill you, I will marry you, 

Now, Kate, I am a huſband for your turn ; 

For, by this light, whereby I ſee thy beauty, 

(Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well,) 

Thou muſt be married to no man but me: 

For I am he am born to tame you, Kate; 

And bring you from a wild Cat to a Kate 

Conformable, as other houſhold Kates. 

Here comes your father; never make denial, 

I muſt and will have Katharine to my wife. 


Re-enter Bap TIs TA, GREMIO, and TRANIO, 
Bap. Now, | | 
Signior Petruchio : How ſpeed you with 
My daughter? 5 ; 
Pet. How but well, fir ? how but well ? 
It were impoſſible, I ſhould ſpeed amiſs. 
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Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine ? 1n your 
dumps ? 
Kath. Call you me, daughter ? now, I promiſe you, 
You have ſhow'd a tender fatherly regard, 
To with me wed to one half lunatick ; 
A. mad- cap rufhan, and a ſwearing Jack, 
T hat thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 
Pet, Father, *tis thus,—yourſelf and all the world, 
That talk*d of her, have talk'd amiſs of her; 
If ſhe be curſt, it 1s for policy : 
For ſhe's not froward, but modeſt as the dams 
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ; 
For patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Griſſel; 
And Roman Lucrece for her chaſtity : 
And to conclude,—we have *greed ſo well together, 
That upon ſunday 1s the wedding-day. 
Kath, I'll ſee thee hang'd on ſunday firſt. 
Gre. Hark, Petruchio ! he ſays, ſhe'll ſee thee hang'd 
firſt, 
Tra, Is this your nes > nay, then, good night our 
part 
Pet. Be patient, gentlemen; J chooſe her for i 
If ſhe and I be pleas'd, what's tlfat to you? 
"Tis bargain'd *twixt us twain, being alone, 
That ſhe ſhall ſtill'be curſt in company. 
I tell you, *tis incredible to believe 
How much ſhe loves me: O, the kindeſt Kate !— 
She hung about my neck ; and kiſs on kiſs 
She vied ſo faſt, proteſting oath on oath, 
That in a twink ſhe won me to her love, 
O, you are novices! *tis a world to ſee, 
How tame, when men and women are alone, 
A meacock wretch can make the curſteſt ſhrew, 
Give me thy hand, Kate: I will unto Venice, 
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To buy apparel *gainſt the wedding-day :— 
Provide the feaſt, father, and bid the gueſts ; 
I will be ſure, my Katharine ſhall be fine. 
Bap. I know not what to ſay : but give me your hands ; 
God ſend you joy, Petruchio! 'tis a match. 
Gre. Tra. Amen, ſay we; we will be witneſſes. 
Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu; 
T will to Venice, ſunday comes apace :— 
We will have rings, and things, and hne array; 
And kiſs me, Kate, we will be married o' ſunday. 
[Exeunt PETRUCHIO and RATHARINE, ſeverally. 
Cre. Was ever match clapp*d up ſo ſuddenly? 

Bap. Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant's part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate mart. 

Tra. Twas a commodity lay fretting by you: 

*T'will bring you gain, or periſh on the ſeas. .. 

Bap. The gain I ſeek 13—quiet in the match. 

. Gre. No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch. 
But now, Baptiſta, to your younger daughter ;— 
Now 1s the day we long have looked for ; | 
I am your neighbour, and was ſuitor firſt, 

Tra. And J am one, that love Bianca more 
Than words can witneſs, or your thoughts can gueſs, 

Gre. Youngling ! thou canſt not love ſo dear as I. 

Tra. Grey - beard! thy love doth freeze. 

Gre, Yah But thine doth fry. 

Skipper, ſtand back; *tis age, that nouriſheth. 

Tra. But youth, in lad'es' eyes that flouriſheth. 

Baß. Content you, gentlemen; I'll compound this ſtrife: 
"Tis deeds, muſt win the prize; and he, of both, 
That can aſſure my daughter greateſt dower, 

Shall have Bianca's love.— 

Say, ſignior Gremio, what can you aſſure her? 
Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the city 


Is 
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Is richly furniſhed with plate and gold ; 

Baſons, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands ; 

My hangings all of Tyrian tapeſtry : 

In ivory coffers I have ſtuff d my crowns ; 

In cypreſs cheſts my arras, counterpoints, 

Coftly apparel, tents, and canopies, 

Fine linen, Turkey cuſhions boſs'd with pearl, 

Valance of Venice gold in needle-work, 

Pewter and braſs, and all things that belong 

To houſe, or houſekeeping : then, at my farm, 

I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 

Sixſcore fat oxen ſtanding in my ſtalls, 

And all things anſwerable to this portion. 

Myſelf am ſtruck in years, I muſt confeſs ; 

And, if I die to-morrow, this is hers, 

If, whilſt I live, ſhe will be only mine. 8 
Tra. That, only, came well in Sir, liſt to me, 

Jam my father's heir, and only ſon: 

If I may have your daughter to my wife, 

I'll leave her houſes three or four as good, 

Within rich Piſa walls, as any one 

Old ſignior Gremio has in Padua; 

Beſides two thouſand ducats by the year, 


Of fruitful land, all which ſhall be her jointure,— 


What, have I pinch'd you, ſignior Gremio ? 

Gre. Two thouſand ducats by the year, of land ! 

My land amounts not to ſo much in all: 
That ſhe ſhall have ; beſides an argoſy, 
That now is lying in Marſeilles' road. 

What, have I chok'd you with an argoſy ? 

Tra. Gremio, tis known, my father hath no leſs 
Than three great argoſies ; beſides two galliaſles, 
And twelve tight gallies : theſe I will aſſure her, 
And twice as much, whate'er thou offer ſt next. 


Gre. 
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Gye. Nay, I have offer'd all, I have no more; 
And ſhe can have no more than all I have ;— 
If you like me, ſhe ſhall have me and mine. 
Tra. Why, then the maid is mine from all the world, 
By your firm promiſe; Gremio is ont-vied. 
Bap. I muſt confeſs, your offer is the belt ; 
And, let your father make her the aſſurance, 
She is your own ; elſe, you muſt pardon me: 
If you ſhould die before him, where's her dower ? 
Tra. That's but a cavil ; he is old, I young. 
Gre. And may not young men die, as well as old? 
Bap. Well, gentlemen, 
Jam thus reſolv'd :—On ſunday next, you know, 
My daughter Katharine is to be married: 
Now, on the ſunday following, ſhall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you make this * 
If not, to ſignior Gremio: 
And ſo I take my leave, and thank you both. [ Exif, 
Gre. Adien, good neighbour.—Now I fear thee not ; 
Sirrah, young gameſter, your father were a fool 
To give thee all, and, in his waning age, 
Set foot under thy table: Tut! a toy! 
An old Italian fox is not fo kind, my boy. [ Exit, 
Tra. A vengeance on your crafty wither'd hide! 
Vet I have faced it with a card of ten. 
”Fis in my head to do my maſter good: 
I] fee no reafon, but ſuppos'd Lucentio 
Muſt get a father, call'd - ſuppos'd Vincentio; 
And that's a wonder: fathers, commonly, 
Do get their children; but, in this caſe of wooing, | 
A child thall get a fire, if I fail not of my cunning. [ Fx#, 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 
( ____ p p p — 


A Room in Baptiſta's Houſe. 


Enter LUCENTIO, HORTENSIO, and BIANCA. 


Luc. Fiddler, forbear; you grow too forward, ſir 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the entertainment 
. Her ſiſter Katharine welcom'd you withal ? 
1 ' Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroneſs of heavenly harmony: 
Then give me leave to have prerogative 
And when in muſick we have ſpent an hour, 
Vour lecture ſhall have leiſure for as much. 
Luc. Prepoſterous aſs! that never read fo far 
To know the cauſe why muſick was ordain'd ; 
Was it not, to refreſh the mind of man, 
After his ſtudies, or his uſual pain? | 
Then give me leave to read philoſophy, 
1 | And, while I pauſe, ſerve in your harmony. 
| | I Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear theſe braves of thine. 
| Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
. To ſtrive for that which reſteth in my choice: 
4 I am no breeching ſcholar in the ſchools ; 
I'll not be tied to hours, nor pointed times, 
But learn my leſſons as I pleaſe myſelf. 
And, to cut off all ſtrife, here fit we down :— 
Take you your inſtrument, play you the whiles ; 
His lecture will be done, ere you have tun'd. 
Hor. You'll leave his lecture when I am in tune? 
| [To BIANcA.—-HoRTENsIO retires, 
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Luc. That will be never ;—tune your inſtrument. 

Bian. Where left welaſt ? 

Luc. Here, madam : 
""” ibat Simois ; hic eft Sigeia tellus ;; 

Tic fteterat Priami regia celſa ſents. f 

_ Conſtrue them. 

Luc. Hac ibat, as I told you before, — Simois, TI am Lu- 
centio, Hic e, ſon unto Vincentio of Piſa, —Sigeia tellus, 
diſguiſed thus to get your love; — Hic fteterat, and that 
Lucentio that comes a wooing,—Priam, is my man Tra- 
nio, —regia, bearing my port, —celſa ſenis, that we might 
beguile the old pantaloon. 

Her. Madam, my inſtrument's in tune. [ Returning. 

Bian, Let's hear :— [HoRTENSs10 plays. 
O fie! the treble jars. 

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again, 

Bian. Now let me ſee if I can conſtrue it: Hac ibat Si. 
mos, I know you not ;—hic et Sigeia tellus, I truſt yon 
not; Hic fleterat Priam, take heed he hear us not ;— 
regia, preſume not ;—celſa ſents, deſpair not. 

Hor. Madam, *tis now in tune, 

Luc. All but the baſe. 

Hor. The baſe is right; tis the baſe knave that jars. 


How fiery and forward our pedant is! ' 


Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love: 
Pedaſcule, I'll watch you better yet. 
Bian. In time I may believe, yet I miſtruſt, 
Luc. Miſtruſt it not; for, ſure, ZEacides 
Was Ajax,—call'd ſo from his grandfather. 
Bian. I mutt believe my maſter; elſe, I promiſe you, 
J ihould be arguing till upon that doubt: 
But let it reſt. Now, Licio, to you ;— 
Good maſters, take it not unkindly, pray, 
That 1 have been thus pleaſant with you both, 


Hor. 
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Hor, You may go walk, [To LyCENTIO. ] and give me 
leave awhile ; 
My leſſons make no muſick in three parts. 
Luc, Are you ſo formal, fir? well, I muſt wait, 
And watch withal; for, but I be deceiv'd, 
Our fine muſician croweth amorous. a [Ajide. 
Hor. Madam, before you touch the inſtrument, 
To learn the order of my fingering, 
I muſt begin with rudiments of art ; 
To teach you gamut in a briefer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and effectual, 
Than hath been taught by any of my trade: 
And there it 1s in writing, fairly drawn. 
Bian. Why, I am paſt” my gamut long ago. 
Hor. Vet read the gamut of Hortenſio. | 
Bian. [ Reads.) Gamut I am, the ground of all accord, 
A re, to plead Hortenſio's paſſion z 
B mi, Bianca, take him for thy lord, 
C faut, that lowes with all affeftion : 
D ſol re, one cliff, two notes have I; 
E la mi, ſhow pity, or I die. 
Call you this —gamut? tut! I like it not: 
Old faſhions pleaſe me beſt; I am not ſo nice, 
To change true rules for odd inventions, 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Miſtreſs, your father prays you leave your books, 
And help to dreſs your ſiſter's chamber up; 
You know, to-morrow is the wedding-day. 

Bian. Farewell, ſweet maſters, both; I muſt be gone. 

= [ Exeunt Bianca and Servant. 


Luc. Faith, miſtreſs, then I have no cauſe to ſtay. 
| [ Exit. 


hior. 
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Hor. But I have cauſe to pry into this pedant; 
Methinks, he looks as though he were in love ;— 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble, 
To caſt thy wand'ring eyes on every ſtale, 
Seize thee, that lift : If once I find thee ranging, 
Hortenſio will be quit with thee by changing. [Exit. 


SCENE II. 


The ſame. Before Bar risra's Houſe. 


Enter BayTisTA, GREMIO, TRANIO, KATHARINA, 
Bianca, LUCENTIO, and Attendants. 


Bap. Signior Lucentio, [To TRANI0O.] this is the 
*pointed day 3 
That Katharine and Petruchio ſhould be married, 
And yet we hear not of our ſon-in-law : 
What will be ſaid? what mockery will it be, 
To want the bridegroom, when the prieſt attends 
To ſpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage? 
What ſays Lucentio to this ſhame of ours? : 
Kath. No ſhame but mine: I muſt, forſooth, be forc'd - = 
To give my hand, oppos'd againſt my heart, 
Unto a mad-brain rudeſby, full of ſpleen ; 
Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure, 
I told you, I, he was a frantick fool, 
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Hiding his bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour: 


And, to be noted for a merry man, 


He'll woo a thouſand, point the day of marriage, 


Nake friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banns ; | „ 


Vet never means to wed where he hath woo'd. 


Now muſt the world point at poor Katharine, 


And 
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And fay,—Lo, there is mad Petruchio's wife, 
If it would pleaſe him come and marry her, 
Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptiſta too; 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 
Whatever fortune ſtays him from his word: 
Though he be blunt, I know him pafling wile 
Though he be merry, yet withal he's honeſt. 
Kath. Would, Katharine had never ſeen him though! 
[ Exit, weeping, followed by BIANCA, and Others, 
Bap. Go, girl; I cannot blame thee now to weep ; 
For ſuch an injury would vex a ſaint, 
Much more a ſhrew of thy impatient humour. 


Euter BIONDELL 0. 

Bion. Maſter, maſter! news, old news, and ſuch news 
as you never heard of ! 

Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be? 

Bion. Why, is it not news, to hear of Petruchio's com- 

ing ? 

Bap. Is he come? 

Bion. Why, no, ſir. 

Bap. What then? 

Pion. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here? 

Bion. When he ſtands where I am, and ſees you there. 

Tra. But, ſay, what :—To thine old news. 

Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming, in a new hat, and an 
old jerkin ; a pair of old breeches, thrice turn'd ; a pair 
of boots that have been candle caſes, one buckled, another 
laced ; an old ruſty ſword ta'en out of the town armory, 
with a broken hilt, and chapeleſs; with two broken 


points: His horſe hip'd with an old mothy ſaddle, the 


ſtirrups of no kindred : beſides, poſleſs'd with the glan- 
ders, and like to moſe in the chine; troubled with the 


lampaſs, 
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lampaſs, infected with the faſhions, full of windgalls, 
ſped with, ſpavins, raied with the yellows, paſt cure of 
the fives, ſtark ſpoiled with the ſtaggers, begnawn with 
the bots; ſway'd in the back, and ſhoulder-ſhotten ; ne'er- 
legg'd before, and with a half-check'd bit, and a head- 
ſtall of ſheep's leather; which, being reſtrain'd to keep 
bim from ſtumbling, hath been often burſt, and now re- 
pair'd with knots : one girt fix times pieced, and a wo- 
man's crupper of velure, which hath two letters for her 
name, fairly ſet down in ſtuds, and here ng there pieced 
with packthread. 

Bap. Who comes with him ? 

Bion. O, fir, his lackey, for all the world capariſon'd 
like the horſe ; with a linen ſtock on one leg, and a ker- 
ſey boot-hoſe on the other, gartered with a red and blue 
liſt; an old hat, and The humour of forty fancies prick'd in't 
for a feather : a monſter, a very monſter in apparel ; and 
not like a chriſtian footboy, or a gentleman's lackey. 

Tra. Tis ſome odd humour pricks him to this fa- 

fhion !— | 
Yet often times he goes but mean apparell'd. 

Bap. IT am glad he is come, howſoe'er he comes. | 

Bion. Why, fir, he comes not. | 

Bap. Didſt thou not ſay, he comes ? 

Bion. Who? that Petruchio came? 

Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 

Bion. No, ſir; J ſay, his horſe comes with him on his 
backs... -* | 
Bap. Why, that's all one. | 

Bion. Nay, by ſaint Jamy, I hold you a penny, 

A horſe and a man is more than one, and yet not many. 
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Enter PETRUCH1IO and GRU MIO. 


Pet. Come, where be theſe gallants ? who is at home? 
Baß. You are welcome, fir. 


Pet, And yet I come not well. 


Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra. 5 Not ſo well apparell'd 
As I with you were. | 

Pet, Were it better I ſhould ruſh in thus. 
But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride ?— 
How does my father ?—Gentles, methinks you frown : 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company; 
As if they ſaw ſome wondrous monument, 
Some comet, or unuſual prodigy ? 

Bap. Why, ſir, you know, this is your wedding-day : 
Firſt were we ſad, fearing you would not come; 
Now ſadder, that you come ſo unprovided. 
Fie! doff this habit, ſhame to your eſtate, 4 
An eyeſore to our ſolemn feſtival. 

Tra. And tell us, what occaſion of import 


Hath all ſo long detain'd you from your wife, * 


And ſent you hither ſo unlike yourſelf ? 

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to hear: 
Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word, 
Though in ſome part enforced to digreſs ; 
Which, at more leiſure, I will ſo excuſe 


As you ſhall well be ſatisfied withal. 


But, where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her; 
The morning wears, tis time we were at church. 
Tra. See not your bride in theſe unreverent robes 
Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 
Pet. Not I, believe me; thus I'll viſit her. 
Baß, But thus, I truſt, you will not marry her. 
Fo E Pet, 
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Pet, Good ſooth, even thus; therefore have done with 
words; | | 

To me ſhe's married, not unto my clothes : 

Could I repair what ſhe will wear in me, 

As I can change theſe poor accoutrements, 

_ *Twere well for Kate, and better for myſelf. 

But what a fool am I, to chat with you, 

When I ſhould bid good-morrow to my bride, 

And ſeal the title with a lovely kiſs ? 

[Exeunt PETRUCHIO, GRUMIO, and BIONDELLO. 
Tra. He hath ſome meaning in his mad attire ; 

We will perſuade him, be it poſſible, 

To put on better ere he go to church. | 2 
Bap. T'll after him, and ſee the event of this. [ Exit. | % 
Tra. But, ſir, to her love concerneth us to add | 

Her father's liking : Which to bring to paſs, 

As I before imparted to your worſhip, 

I am to get a man,—whate'er he be, 

It ſkills not much; we'll fit him to our turn, 

And he ſhall be Vincentio of Piſa ; 

And make aſſurance, here in Padua, 

Ot greater ſams than I have promiſed, 

So ſhall you quietly enjoy your hope, 7 1 

And marry ſweet Bianca with conſent. 1 
Luc. Were it not that my fellow ſchoolmaſter 2 

Doth watch Bianca's fteps ſo narrowly, = 

*'F were good, methinks, to ſteal our marriage 

Which once pertorm'd, let all the world ſay—no, 

I'll keep mine own, delpite of all the world. 

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into, 

And watch our vantage in this buſineſs: 

We'll overreach the grey-beard, Gremio, 

The narrow-prying tather, Minola; 
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The quaint muſician, amorous Licio; 
All for my maſter's ſake, Lucentio.— 


Re-enter GRE MIO. 


Signior Gremio! came you from the church? 


Gre. As willingly as &'er I came from ſchool. 
Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coming home? 
Gre. A bridegroom, ſay you? 'tis a groom, indeed, 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl ſhall find. 
Tra. Curſter than ſhe ? why, tis impoiſible. 
Gre. Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 
Tra, Why, ſhe's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam. 
Gre. Tut! ſhe's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him. 
I'II tell you, fir Lucentio ; When the prieſt 
Should aſk—if Katharine ſhould be his wife, 


Ay, by gogs-wouns, quoth he; and ſwore ſo loud, 


That, all amaz'd, the prieſt let fall the book: 
And, as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 
The mad-brain'd bridegroom took him ſuch a cuff, 
That down fell prieſt and book, and book and prieſt ; 
Now take them up, quoth he, if any liſt. 

Tra. What faid the wench, when he aroſe again? 

Gre. Trembled and ſhook ; for why, he ſtamp'd, and 

ſwore, 


As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 


But after many ceremonies done, 

He calls for wine :—A health, quoth he; as if 
He had been aboard, carouſing to his mates 
After a ſtorm :—Quaff'd off the muſcadel, 
And threw the ſops all in the ſexton's face; 
Having no other reaſon, — 

But that his beard grew thin and 3 


And ſeem'd to aſk him ſops as he was drinking. 
E 2 This 
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This done, he took the bride about the neck ; 

And kiſs'd her lips with ſuch a clamorous ſmack, 

That, at the parting, all the church did echo. 

I, ſeeing this, came thence for very ſhame ; 

And after me, I know, the rout is coming : 

Such a mad marriage never was before: 

Hark, hark! I hear the minſtrels play. [Mufick. 


Enter PETRUCHIO, KATHARINA, BIANCA, BaPTISTa, 
HoRTENsSIO, GRUMIO, and Train. 


Pet, Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your 
| pains : 
I know, you think to dine with me to-day, 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding cheer ; 
But ſo it is, my haſte doth call me hence, | 25 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 
Bap. Is't poflible, you will away to-night? 
Pet. I muſt away to-day, before night come :— 
Make it no wonder; if you knew my buſineſs, 
You would entreat me rather go than ſtay. 
And, honeſt company, I thank you all, 
That have beheld me give away myſelf 
To this moſt patient, ſweet, and virtuous wife: 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me; 
For I muſt hence, and farewell to you all. 
Tra. Let us entreat you ſtay *till after dinner, 
Pet. It may not be. 
Gre. © Let me entreat you. 
Pet. It cannot be. | 
_ Kath, | Let me entreat you, 
Pet. I am content. | 
Kath, Are you content to ſtay ? 
8 Fel. 


Att 
I 

” 
3 
2 

— 
fl 

Fa, 
2 
3 
3 
| 


* 


I. 
* 
MI 
o 
at 
= 
wy 
a9 
3 
8 
14 
4 * 
M 
$ A 
Rely 
5 by 
. 
* 
hs 
5 
. 
* 
5 
. 
* 
IF 
*- 
2 
45 3 
1 1 
* 
oy, 
3 
AS, 
% 
* "ys 
wall 
* ; 


Act 111. TAMING OF THE SHREW. 33 


Pet. T am content you ſhall entreat me ſtay; 
But yet not ſtay, entreat me how you can. 
Kath. Now, if you love me, ſtay. 
Pet. | Grumio, my horſes. 
Gru. Ay, fir, they be ready; the oats have eaten the 
BW 
Kath. Nay, then, 
Do what thou canſt, I will not go to day; 
No, nor to-morrow, nor till I pleaſe myſelf. 
The door 1s open, fir, there lies your way, 
You may be jogging, whiles your boots are green ; 
For me, I'll not be gone, till I pleaſe myſelt : — 
Tis like, you'll prove a jolly ſurly groom, 
That take it on you at the firſt ſo roundly. 
Pet. O, Kate, content thee z pr'ythee, be not angry. 
Kath. I will be angry; what haſt thou to do ?— 
Father, be quiet ; he ſhall ſtay my leiſure. 
Gre. Ay, marry, fir: now it begins to work. 
Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner :— 
I ſee, a woman may be made a fool, | 
If ſhe had not a ſpirit toſreſiſt. 
Pet. They ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy command: — 


Obey the bride, you that attend on her: 


Go to the feaſt, revel and domineer, 
Carouſe full meaſure to her maidenhead, 
Be mad and merry, or go hang yourſelves; 
But for my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret; 
I will be maſter of what is mine own: 
She is my goods, my chattels ;- ſhe is my houſe, 
My houſhold-ſtuff, my field, my barn, 
My horſe, my ox, my aſs, my any thing; 
And here ſhe ſtands, touch her whoever dare ; 
I'll bring mine action on the proudeſt he 

E z That 


TT. 
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That ſtops my way in Padua. Grumio, 
Draw forth thy weapon, we're beſet with thieves ; 
Reſcue thy miſtreſs, if thou be a man :— 
Fear not, ſweet wench, they ſhall not touch thee, Kate 
J'll buckler thee againſt a million. 
[ Exeunt PETRUCHIO, KATHARINE, and GRUMIO. 
Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 
Gre. Went they not quickly, I ſhould die with laugh- 
ing. | 7 
Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like ! 
Tuc. Miſtreſs, what's your opinion of your ſiſter ? 
Bian. That, being mad herſelf, ſhe's madly mated. 
Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 


Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride and bride, 
groom wants 


For to ſupply the places at the table, 


You know, there wants no junkets at the feaſt ;— 


Lucentio, you ſhall ſupply the bridegroom's place ; 
And let Bianca take her ſiſter's room. 


Tra. Shall ſweet Bianca practiſe how to bride it? 
Bap. She ſhall, Lucentio,—Come, gentlemen, let's go. 


[ Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


A Hall in Petruchio's Country Houſe. 
9 Enter GRV MIO. 


Gru. Fie, fie, on all tired jades! on all mad maſters 
and all foul ways! Was ever man ſo beaten? was ever 
man ſo ray'd ? was ever man ſo weary? I am ſent before 
to make a fire, and they are coming after to warm them. 
Now, were not I a little pot, and ſoon” hot, my very lips 
might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the roof of my 
mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I ſhould come by a 
fire to thaw me: — But, I, with blowing the fire ſhall 
warm myſelf ; for, conſidering the weather, a taller man 
than I will take cold, Holla, hoa! Curtis! , 


Enter CURTIS. 


Curt. Who is that calls ſo coldly ? © 

Gru. A piece of ice: If thou doubt it, thou may'ſt 
ſlide from my ſhoulder to my heel, with no greater a run 
þut my head and my neck. A fire, good Curtis. 

Curt. Is my maſter and his wife coming, Grumio ? 

Gru. O, ay, Curtis, ay: and therefore fire, fire; caſt 
on no water. | w”_ 

Curt. Is ſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this froſt : but, thou 


know'ſt, winter tames man, woman, and beaſt; for it hath. 


tam'd my old maſter, and my new miſtreſs, and myfelf, 
fellow Curtis. | 
Curt. Away, you three-inch fool! I am no beaſt. 
E 4 Cru. 
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50 TAMING OF THE SHREW, Act iv. 


Gru. Am I but three inches? why, thy horn is a foot; 
and ſo long am TI, at the leaſt. But wilt thou make a 
fire, or ſhall I complain on thee to our miſtreſs, whoſe hand 
(ihe being now at hand,) thou ſhalt ſoon feel, to thy cold 
comfort, for being {low in thy hot office. 

Curt. I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me, How goes the 
world? 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine; 
and, therefore, fire: Do thy duty, and have thy duty; 
for my maſter and miſtreſs are almoſt frozen to death. 

Curt. There's fire ready; and therefore, good Gru- 
mio, the news? 

Gru. Why, Jack boy! ho boy! and as much news as 
thou wilt. 

Curt. Come, you are ſo full of — — 

Gru. Why, therefore, fire; for I have caught extreme 
cold, Where's the cook? is ſupper ready, the houſe 
trimm'd, ruſhes ſtrew'd, cobwebs ſwept; the ſerving- 
men in their new fuſtian, their white ſtockings, and 
every officer his wedding-garment on? Be the jacks fair 
within, the jills fair without, the . laid, and every 
thing in order ? 

Curt. All ready; And therefore, I pray thee, news? 

Gru. Firſt, know, my horſe is tired; my maſter and 
miſtreſs fallen out. | 

Curt. How ? 

Gru. Out of their ſaddles into the dirt ; And thereby 
hangs a tale. . 

Curt, Let's ha't, good Grazie. 

Gru. Lend thine ear. 

Curt. Here. 


Gru. There. FS a him. 


Curt. [This is to feel a TY not to hear a tale. 
Cru. And therefore tis called, a ſenſible tale : and 
this 
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this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and beſeech liſt- 
ening. Now I begin : Imprimis, we came down a foul 
hill, my maſter riding behind my miſtreſs :— 

Curt. Both on one horſe? 

Gru. What's that to thee ? 

Curt, Why, a horſe. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale: But hadſt thou not 
croſs'd me, thou ſhould'ſt have heard how her horſe fell, 
and ſhe under her horſe; thou ſhould'ſt have heard, in 
how miry a place: how ſhe was bemoil'd z how he left 
her with the horſe upon her; how he beat me becauſe 
her horſe ſtumbled ; how ſhe waded through the dirt to 
pluck him off me; how he ſwore; how ſhe pray'd—that 
never pray'd before; how I cried; how the horſes ran 
away ; how her bridle was burſt ; how T loſt my crup- 
per;—with many things of worthy memory ; which now 
ſhall die in oblivion, and thou return unexperienced to 
thy grave, 

Curt. By this reckoning, he is more e ſhrew than ſhe. 

Gru. Ay; and that thou and the proudeſt of you all 
ſhall find, when he comes home. But what talk I of 
this ?—call forth Nathaniel, Joſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Wal- 
ter, Sugarſop, and the reſt: let their heads be ſleekly 
combed, their blue coats bruſhed, and their garters of 
an indifferent knit: let them curt'ſy with their left legs; 
and not preſume to touch a hair of my maſter's horſe-tail, 
till they kiſs their hands. Are they all ready ? 

Curt. They are. 
| Gru. Call them forth. . 

Curt. Do you hear, ho? you muſt meet my maſter, to 
countenance my miſtreſs. 

Gru. Why, ſhe hath a face of her own. 

Curt. Who knows not that? 


Gru. Thou, it ſeems ; that call'ſ for company to coun- 
tenance her, 


Curt. 
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Curt. I call them forth to credit her. | 
Gru. Why, ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 


Enter ſeveral Servants, 


Nath. Welcome home, Grumio, 

Phil. How now, Grumio ? 

Jo. What, Grumuo ! 

Mich. Fellow Grumio! © 

Nath. How now, old lad ? 

Gru. Welcome, you z—how now, you ;—what, you; 
fellow, you; and thus much for greeting. Now, my 
fpruce companions, 1s all ready, and all things neat ? 

Nath, All things 1s ready : How near is our maſter ? 

Gru. E' en at hand, alighted by this; and therefore be 
not, ——Cock's paſſion, ſilence I hear my maſter. 


Enter PETRUcHIO and KATHARINA. 


Pet. Where be theſe knaves? What, no man at door, 
To hold my ſtirrup, nor take my horſe 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip: 
All Serv, Here, here, fir: here fir. 
Pet. Here, ſir! here, fir ! here, fir ! here, fir !\— 
You loggerheaded and unpoliſh'd grooms ! 
What, no attendance? no regard? no duty ?— 
Where is the fooliſh knave I ſent before? 
Gru. Here, fir ; as fooliſh as I was before. 
Pet. You peaſant ſwain! you whoreſon malt-horſe 
drudge! | | | | 
Did I not bid thee meet me in the park, 
And bring along theſe raſcal knaves with thee? 
Gru, Nathaniel's coat, fir, was not fully made, 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i'the heel; 
I There 
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There was no link to colour Peter's hat, 
And Walter's dagger was not come from ſheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Gregory ; 
The reſt were ragged, old, and beggarly ; 
Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you. 
Pet. Go, raſcals, go, and fetch my ſupper in.— 
[ Exeunt ſome of the Servants, 


Where is the life that late I led [Sings, 


Where are thoſe 
Soud, ſoud, ſoud, ſoud ! 


Sit down, Kate, and welcome, 


Re-enter Servants, with ſupper. 


Why, when, I fay ?—Nay, good ſweet Kate, be merry. 
Off with my boots, you rogues, you villains; When ? 


It was the friar of orders grey, [ Sings, 
As he forth walked on his away :— 


Out, out, you rogue! you pluck my foot awry : 
Take that, and mend the plucking off the other, — 
[ Strikes him. 
Be merry, Kate :—Some water, here; what ho !— 
Where's my ſpaniel Troilus n get you hence, 
And bid my couſin Ferdinand come hither :— 
[ Exit Servant. 


One, Kate, that you muſt kiſs, and be acquainted with.— 
Where are my ſlippers ?—Shall I have ſome water? 


LA baſon is preſented to him. 
FN Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily :— | 
[Servant lets the eawer fall. 
You whoreſon villain! will you let it fall? {Strikes him. 
Kath. Patience, I pray you; 'twas a fault unwilling. 
Pet, A whoreſon, beetleheaded, flapear'd knave! 
Come, 
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Come, Kate, fit down; I know you have a ſtomach, 


Will you give thanks, ſweet Kate; or elſe ſhall I?— 
What 1s this? mutton ? 


1 Serv, Ay, | 
Pet. | Who brought it ? 
1 Serv. I, 
Pet. Tis burnt; and ſo is all the meat: 
What dogs are theſe ?—Where is the raſcal cook? 
How durſt you, villains, bring it from the dreſſer, 
And ſerve it thus to me that love it not? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all : 
[Throws the meat, &c. about the ſtage. 
You heedleſs joltheads, and unmanner'd flaves ! 
What, do you grumble ? I'll be with you ftraight. 
Kath. I pray you, huſband, be not ſo diſquiet; 
The meat was well, if you were ſo contented. ; 
Pet. I tell thee, Kate, *twas burnt, and dried away ; 
And I expreſsly am forbid to touch it, 
For it engenders choler, planteth anger ; 
And better *twere, that both of us did faſt, 
Since, of ourſelves, ourſelves are choulerick, — 
Than feed it with ſuch over-roaſted fleſh. 
Be patient; to-morrow it ſhall be mended, 
And, for this night, we'll faſt for company :— 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 
[ Exeunt PETRUCHIO, KATHA RINA, and CURTIS, 
Nath. ¶ Advancing.) Peter, did ever ſee the like? 
Peter. He kills her in her own humour, 


Re-enter CURTIS, 


Gru. Where is he? 
Curt. In her chamber, 
Making a ſermon of continency to her: 


And 
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And rails, and ſwears, and rates; that ſhe, poor ſoul, 
Knows not which way to ſtand, to look, to ſpeak ; 


And ſits as one new riſen from a dream. 


Away, away! for he is coming hither, . 


Re-enter PETRUCHIO, 


Pet. Thus have I politickly begun my reign, 
And *tis my hope to end ſucceſsfully : - 
My faulcon now is ſharp, and paſling empty ; 
And, till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe muſt not be full-gorg'd, 


For then ſhe never looks upon her lure. 


Another way I have to man my haggard, 

To make her come, and know her keeper's call ; 
That is, —to watch her, as we watch theſe kites, 
That bate, and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She eat no meat to-day, nor none ſhall eat; 

Laſt night ſhe ſlept not, nor to-night ſhe ſhall not; 


As with the meat, ſome undeſerved fault 
I'll find about the making of the bed; 


And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolſter, 
This way the coverlet, another way the ſheets ;— 
Ay, and amid this hurly, I intend, 

That all is done in reverend care of her; 

And, in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night: 
And, if ſhe chance to nod, I'II rail, and brawl, 
And with the clamour keep her {till awake. 


This is a way to kill a wife with kindneſs; 


And thus I'll curb her mad and headſtrong humour :— 
He that knows better how. to tame a ſhrew, 
Now let him ſpeak ; 'tis charity, to ſhow, [ Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
Padua. Before Baptiſta's Houſe. 
Enter TRANIO and HoRTENSLO. 


Tra. Is't poſſible, friend Licio, that Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ? 
I tell you, fir, ſhe bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. Sir, to ſatisfy you in what I have ſaid, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 


[ They ſtand aſide. 


Enter BIANCA and LUCENTIO. 


Luc. Now, Miſtreſs, profit you in what you read? 

Bian. What, maſter, read you? firſt, reſolve me that. 

Luc, I read that I profeſs, the art to love. 

Bian, And may you prove, fir, maſter of your art! 

Luc. While you, ſweet dear, prove miſtreſs of my heart. 
L They retire, 


or. Quick proceeders, marry ! Now, tell me, I pray, 
| * that durſt ſwear that your miſtreſs Bianca 


Lov'd none in the world fo well as Lucentio. 
Tra. O deſpiteful love! unconſtant womankind !— 
I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 
Hor. Miſtake no more ; I am not Licio, 
Nor a muſician, as I ſeem to be; 
But one that ſcorn to live in this diſguiſe, 
For ſuch a one as leaves a gentleman, 
And makes a god of ſuch a cullion: 
Know, fir, that I am call'd—Hortenſto. 
Tra, Signior Hortenſio, I have often heard 


of. 
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Of your entire affection to Bianca; 
And ſince mine eyes are witneſs of her lightneſs, 
I will with you,—if you be ſo contented, — 
Forſwear Bianca and her love for ever. 
Hor. See, how they kiſs and court!——Signior Lu- 
centio, 


Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow— 


Never to woo her more; but do forſwear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
That I have fondly flatter'd her withal. 

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath, — 
Ne'er to marry with her though ſhe would entreat : 
Fie on her! ſee, how beaſtly ſhe doth court him. 

Hor, Would, all the world, but he, had quite for- 

ſworn ! 
For me,—that I may ſurely keep mine oath, 
I will be married to a wealthy widow, 
Ere three days paſs ; which hath as long lov'd me, 
As I have lov'd this proud diſdainful haggard : 
And ſo farewell, ſignior Lucentio.— 
Kindneſs in women, not their beauteous looks, 
Shall win my love:—and ſo I take my leave, 
In reſolution as I ſwore before. 
[Exit HORTENSIO.,—LUCENTIO and BiaNCa 
advance, 

Tra. Miſtreſs Bianca, bleſs you with ſuch grace 

As longeth to a lover's bleſſed caſe! 
Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love ; 3 
And have forſworn you, with Hortenſio. 
Bian. Tranio, you jeſt; But have you both forſworn 
| me ? 
Tra. Miſtreſs, we have. 
Luc, Then we are rid of Licio. 


Tra, 


p A090 


Tra. T'faith, he'Il have a luſty widow now, 
That ſhall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 

Bian, God give him joy. 

Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her. 

Bian. He ſays ſo, Tranio. 

Tra. Faith, he is gone unto the taming-ſchool. 

Bian. The taming-ſchool 1 what, is there ſuch a place? 

Tra. Ay, miſtreſs, and Petruchio is the maſter , 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long,— 
To tame a ſhrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 


Enter BLONDELLO, running. 


Bion. O maſter, maſter, I have watch'd ſo long 
That I'm dog-weary; but at laſt I ſpied 
An ancient angel coming down the hill, 
Will ſerve the turn, 
Tre. What 1s he, Biondello ? 
Bion. Maſter, a mercatane, or a pedant, 
I know not what; but formal in apparel, 
In gait and countenance furely like a father. 
Luc. And what of him, Tranio ? | 
Tra. If he be credulous, and truſt my tale, 
I'll make him glad to ſeem Vincentio 
And give aſſurance to Baptiſta Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentio. 
Take in your love, and then let me alone, 
[Exeunt LUCENTIO and BIANCA, 


i. 


Enter a Pedant. 


Ped. God fave you, fir! | F 

Tra. And, you ſir! u are welcome. 
Travel you far on, or are you at the fu helt ? F 
Ped. 


64 TAMING OP THE SHREW. Act iv. 


Has; 


8 ny 
* 
; 1 
1 
e 
Fr 
a> 


2 
4 
. 
s 25 1 
>» LE. 
22 
. 
3 
* 
woe 
* * 
51 
> 
__ 
N 
7% 
4 
* 
$30 
D. 
+ 
"Þ 
* * 
. 
Re 
$6 
12 

8. 
Bd 
ef 
* 
* 
- 
. 


2 333 
7 > 


Vodu might have heard it elſe proclaim'd about. 


This will I do, and this will T adviſe you; — 
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Ped. Sir, at the furtheſt for a week or two: 
But then up further ; and as far as Rome ; 
And ſo to Tripoly, if God lend me life. 

Tra. What countryman, I pray ? | 

Ped. | Of Mantua, 

Tra. Of Mantua, fir ?—marry, God forbid ! 
And come to Padua, careleſs of your life? 

Ped. My life, fir ! how, I pray? for that goes hard. 

Tra, *Tis dezth for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua; Know you not the cauſe ? 
Your ſhips are ſtaid at Venice; and the duke 
(For private quarrel *twixt your duke and him,) 
Hath publiſh'd and proclaim'd it openly : 
Tis marvel ; but that you're but newly come, 


Ped. Alas, fir, it is worſe for me than ſo; 
For I have bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and muſt here deliver them. 

Tra. Well, fir, to do you courteſy, 


Firſt, tell me, have you ever been at Piſa? 
Ped. Ay, fir, in Piſa have I often been; 
Piſa, renowned for grave citizens. 
Tra. Among them, know you one Vincentio ? 
Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him; 
A merchant of incomparable wealth. | 
Tra. He is my father, ſir; and, ſooth to ſay, 
In countenance ſomewhat doth reſemble you. N 
Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyſter, and all one. 


| [ A/ide, 
Tra. To ſave your life in this extremity, 
This favour will I do you for his ſake; 
And think it not the worſt of all your fortunes, 
That you are like to fir Vincentio. 
F His 
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His name and credit ſhall you undertake, 
And in my houſe you ſhall be friendly lodg'd; 
Look, that you take upon you as you ſhould; 
You underſtand me, fir; ſo ſhall you ſtay 
Till you have done your buſineſs in the city: 
If this be courteſy, fir, accept of it. 

Ped. O, fir, I do; and will repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. 

Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter good. 
This, by the way, I let you underſtand ;— 
My father is here look'd for every day, 

To paſs aſſurance of a dower in marriage 

Twixt me and one Baptiſta's daughter here: 

In all theſe circumſtances I'll inſtrut you : 

Go, with me, fir, to clothe you as becomes you. | 
| LExeunt. 


SCENE III. 
A Room in Petruchio's Houſe. 
Enter KATHARINA and GRUMIO. 


Gru. No, no, forſooth ; I dare not for my life. 
Kath, The more my wrong, the more his ſpite appears : 
What, did he marry me to famiſh me ? 
Beggars, that come unto my father's door, 
Upon entreaty, have a preſent alms; 
Tf not, elſewhere they meet with charity : 
But I,—who never knew how to entreat, 
Nor never needed that I ſhould entreat,— 
Am ſtarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of ſleep; 
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed : 
And that which ſpites me more than all theſe wants, 
He does it under name of perfect love; PE 
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As who ſhould ſay, —if I ſhould ſleep, or eat, 
Twere deadly ſickneſs, or elſe preſent death.— 
I pr'ythee go and get me ſome repaſt; 
I care not what, ſo it be wholeſome food. 
Gru. What ſay you to a neat's foot? 
Kath, Tis paſſing good; I pr'ythee let me have it. 
Gru. I fear, it is too cholorick a meat: 
How ſay you to a fat tripe, finely broil'd? 
Kath. J like it well; good Grumio, fetch it me. 
Cru. I cannot tell; I fear, 'tis cholerick. 
What ſay you to a piece of beef, and muſtard ? 
Kath. A diſh that I do love to feed upon. 
Gru. Ay, but the muſtard is too hot a little. 
Kath. Why, then the beef, and let the muſtard reſt. 
Gru. Nay, then I will not; you ſhall have the muſtard, 
Or elſe you get no beef of Grumio, 
Kath. Then, both, or one, or any thing thou wite, 
Gru. Why, then the muſtard without the beef. 
Kath. Go, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding ſlave, 


[Beats him. 
That feed*ſt me with the very name of meat: 


Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you, 


That triumph thus upon my miſery |! 
Go, get thee gone, I ſay. 


Enter PETRUCHIO, with a diſh of meat; and HORTENS10. 


Pet. How fares my Kate? What, ſweeting, all amort ? 

Hor. Miſtreſs, what cheer? 

Kath. | Faith, as cold as can be. 

Pet. Pluck up thy ſpirits, look cheerfully upon me. 
Here, love; thou ſee'ſt how diligent I am, 


To dreſs thy meat myſelf, and bring it thee : 


[Sets the diſh on a table. 
F 2 | I am 


— 
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Jam ſure, ſweet Kate, this kindneſs merits thanks, 


What, not a word? Nay then, thou lov'ſt it not; 


And all my pains is ſorted to no proof: 


Here, take away this diſh. 


Kath, Pray you, let it ſtand. 

Pet. The pooreſt ſervice is repaid with thanks ; 
And ſo ſhall mine, before you touch the meat. 

Kath. I thank you, fir. | 

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie! you are to blame: 
Come, miſtreſs Kate, I'll bear you company. 

Pet. Eat it up all, Hortenſio, if thou lov'ſt me.— 


[ A/ide. 


Much good do it unto thy gentle heart! 


Kate, eat apace :—And now, my honey love, 

Will we return unto thy father's houſe ; 

And revel it as bravely as the beſt, | 

With ſilken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 

With ruffs, and cuffs, and farthingales, and things; 
With ſcarfs, and fans, and double change of bravery, 
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery. 
What, haſt thou din'd? The tailor ſtays thy leiſure, 
To deck thy body with his ruffling treaſure.— 


Enter Tailor. 


Come, tailor, let us ſee theſe ornaments ; 


Enter Haberdaſher. 


| Lay forth the gown.—What news with you, fir? 


Hab. Here is the cap your worſhip did beſpeak. 
Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer ; 
A velvet diſh ;—fie, fie! tis lewd and filthy: 
Why, tis a cockle, or a walnutſhell, | 
} | | A knack, 


F. 
| 
f: 
/ 
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A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap; 
Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 

Kath, 1'll have no bigger ; this doth fit the time, 
And gentlewomen wear ſuch caps as theſe, 

Pet. When you are gentle, you ſhall bave one too, 


And not till then, 


Hor. | That will not be in haſte. [Aides 
Kath. Why, ſir, I truſt, I may have leave to ſpeak 3 
And ſpeak I will; I am no child, no babe: 
Your betters have endur'd me ſay my mind; 
And, if you cannot, beſt you ſtop your ears. 
My tongue wall tell the anger of my heart ; 
Or elſe my heart, concealing it, will break : 
And, rather than it ſhall, I will be free 
Even to the uttermoſt, as I pleaſe, in words. 
Pet. Why, thou ſay'it true; it is a paltry cap, 
O cuſtard-coffin, a bauble, a filken pie: 
I love thee well, in that thou lik'ſt it not. 
Kath, Love me, or love me not, I like the cap: 
And it I will have, or I will have none. 
Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay :—Come, tailor, let us ſee't. 
O mercy, God! what maſking ſtuff is here ? 
What's this? a ſleeve ? tis like a demicannon : 
What! up and down, carv'd like an appletart ? 
Here's ſnip, and nip, and cut, and liſh, and ſlaſh, 
Like to a cenſer in a barber's ſhop :— 
Why, what, o'devil's name, tailor, call'ſt thou this ? 
Hor. I ſee, ſhe's like to have neither cap nor gown. 
[A/ide, 
Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the faſhion, and the time. 
Pet. Marry, and did; but if you be remember'd, 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 
Go, hop me over every kennel home, 
F 3 For 
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For you ſhall hop without my cuſtom, fir ; 
I'll none of it; hence, make your beſt of it. 

Kath, T never ſaw a better-faſhion'd gown, 
More quaint, more pleaſing, nor more commendable : 
Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Pet. Why, true; he means to make a puppet of thee. 
Tai. She ſays, your worſhip means to make a puppet of 
her, 


Pet. O W arrogance! Thou len. thou thread, 
Thou thimble, 
Thou yard, three-quarters, palfaned, quarter, nail, 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket thou: 
Brav'd in mine own houſe with a ſkein of thread! 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant ; 
Or I ſhall ſo be-mete thee with thy yard, 
As thou ſhalt think on prating whilſt thou liv! 
I tell thee, I, that thou haſt marr'd her gown. 
Tai. Your worſhip is deceiv'd; the gown is made 
Juſt as my maſter had direction: 
Grumio gave order how it ſhould be done. 
Gru. I gave him no order, I gave him the ſtuff. 
Tai. But how did you defire it ſhould be made ? 
Gru, Marry, fir, with needle and thread. 
Tai. But did you not requeſt to have it cut ? 
Gru. Thou haſt faced many things. 
Tai. I have. 


Gru. Face not me: thou haſt braved many men; brave 
not me; I will neither be faced nor braved. I ſay unto 
thee,—T bid thy maſter cut out the gown ; but I did not 
bid him cut it to pieces: : ergo, thou lieſt. 

Tai. Why, here is the note of the faſhion to teſtify. 

Pet. Read it. 

Gru. The note lies in his throat, if he ſay I Gid ſo. 

Tai. Imprimis, a looſe-bodied gown : 


Cru. 
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Gru. Maſter, if ever I ſaid looſe-bodied gown, ſew me 
in the ſkirts of it, and beat me to death with a bottom 
of brown thread: I ſaid, a gown. 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tai. With a ſmall compaſs'd cape 

Gru, I confeſs the cape. 

Tai. With a trunk fleeve ; 

Gru. I confeſs two ſleeves. 

Tai. The ſleeves curiouſly cut. 

Pet. Ay, there's the villamy. | 

Gru. Error i'the bill, fir ; error 1'the bill. I com- 
manded the ſleeves ſhould be cut out, and ſewed up again; 
and that I'II prove upon thee, though thy little finger be 
armed in a thimble. | 

Tai. This is true, that I ſay; an I had thee n es 
where, thou ſhould'ſt know it, 

Gru. I am for thee ſtraight: take thou the bill, give 
me thy mete-yard, and ſpare not me. 

Hor. God-a-mercy, Grumio! then he ſhall have no 
odds. | 

Pet. Well, fir, in brief, the gown 1s not for me. 

Cru. You are i'the right, ſir; *tis for my miſtreſs, 

Pet. Go, take it up unto thy maſter's uſe. 

Gru, Villain, not for thy life: Take up my miſtreſs“ 


gown for thy maſter's uſe! 


Pet, Why, fir, what's your conceit in that? 

Gru. O, fir, the conceit is deeper than you think for: 
Take up my miſtreſs* gown to his maſter's uſe! 
O, fie, fie, fie! 

Pet. Hortenſio, ſay thou wilt ſee the tailor paid ;— 


[ A/ate. 


Go take it hence; be gone, and ſay no more, 
Her, Tailor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to-morrow. 
5 Take 
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Take no unkindneſs of his haſty words : 
Ay; I fay; commend me to thy maſter. 
[Exit Tailor, 
Pet. Well, come, my Kate ; we will unto your father's, 
Even in theſe honeſt mean tabiliments; ; 
Our purſes ſhall be proud, our garments poor: 
For *t's the mind that makes the body rich ; * 
And as the ſun breaks through the darkeſt clouds, 
So honour peereth in the meaneſt habit. 
What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Becauſe his feathers are more beautiful? 
Or is the adder better than the eel, 
Becaule his painted ſkin contents the eye? 
O, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worſe 
For this poor furniture, and mean array. 
If thou account'ſt it ſhame, lay it on me: 
And therefore frolick ; we will hence forthwith, 
To te-| and ſport us at thy father's houſe. — 
Go, call my men, and let us ſtraight to him; 
And bring our horſes unto Long-lane end, 
There will we mount, and thither walk on foot.— 
Let's ſee; I think, *tis now ſome ſeven o'clock, 
And well we may come there by dinner time. 
Kath. I dare aſſure you, fir, tis almoſt two; 
And 'twill be ſupper time, ere you come there. 
Pet. It ſhall be ſeven, ere I go to horſe: 
Look, what I ſpeak, or do, or think to do, 
You are ſtill croſſing it.—Sirs, let't alone: 
I will not go to-day; and ere I do, 
It ſhall be what o'clock I fay it 1s. 
Hor. Why, ſo! this gallant will command the ſun. 


[Exeunt., 
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SCENE IV. 
Padua, Before Baptiſta's Houſe, 


Enter TR.anto, and the Pedant dreſſed like VINCENT10. 


Tra. Sir, this is the houſe; Pleaſe it you, that I call . 
Ped. Ay, what elſe? and, bat I be eG 
Signior Baptiſta may remember me, 
Near twenty years ago, in Genoa, where 
We were W at the Pegaſig g- 
Tra. Tis well; a 
And hold your own, in any caſe, with fach 
Auſterity as *longeth to a father. 


Enter BIONDELLO. 


Ped. I warrant you: But, fir, here comes your boy; 
Twere good he were ſchool'd. 

Tra. Fear you not him. Sirrah, Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly, I adviſe you; 
Imagine twere the right Vincentio, 

Bion. Tut! fear not me. 

Tra. But haſt thou done thy errand to Baptiſta ? ? 

Bion. I told him that your father was at Venice; 
And that you look'd for him this day in Padua. 

Tra. Thow rt a tall fellow; hold thee that to drink, 
Here comes Baptiſta :—ſet your countenance, fir,— 


Enter BAPTISTA and LUCENTIO. 


Signior Baptiſta, you are happily met ;— 
Sir, [To the Pedant.] | 
This 3s the gentleman I told you #, 


I pray 
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T pray you, ſtand good father to me now, , 

Give me Bianca for my patrimony. | 
Ped. Soft, fon !— | 

Sir, by your leave; having come to Padua 

To gather in ſome debts, my ſon Lucentio 

Made me acquainted with a weighty cauſe 

Of love between your daughter and himſelf: 

And,—for the good report I hear of you; 

And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 


And ſhe to him,—to ſtay him not too long, 


I am content, in a good father's care, 
To have him match'd ; and, if you pleaſe to like 
No worſe than I, fir,—upoen ſome agreement, 
Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing 5 
With one conſent to have her ſo beſtow'd : | | 
For curious I cannot be with you, | 
Signior Baptiſta, of whom J hear ſo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay ;— 
Your plainneſs, and your ſhortneſs, pleaſe me well. 


Right true it is, your ſon Lucentio here . 


Doth love my daughter, and ſhe loveth him, =, 


Or both diſſemble deeply their affections : 2 
And, therefore, if you ſay no more than this,— 5 


That like a father you will deal with him, | | > 
And paſs my davghter a ſufficient dower, | 


The match is fully made, and all is done: 
Your ſon ſhall have my daughter with conſent. 1 


Tra. I thank you, fir, Where then do you know beſt, 
We be affied; and ſuch aſſurance ta'en, 
As ſhall with either part's agreement ſtand ? 

Bap. Not in my houſe, Lucentio; for, you know, 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many ſervants ; 
FRO old Gremio i is bez k*ning ſtill ; | 


izhtþbe interrupted, 


Tra. 


A 
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Tra, Then ay lodging, an it like you, fir: 
There doth my :ather lie; and there, this night, 
We'll paſs the buſineſs privately and well : 
Send for your daughter by your ſervant here, 
My boy ſhall fetch the ſcrivener preſently. 
The worſt is this,—that at ſo ſlender warning, 
You're like to have a thin and flender pittance. 
Bap. It likes me well: - Cambio, hie you home, 
And bid Bianca make her ready ſtraight: 
And, if you will, tell what hath happened ;— 
Lucentio's father is arriv*d in Padua, 
And how ſhe's like to be Lucentio's wife. | 
Luc. I pray the gods ſhe may, with all my heart! 
Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Signior Baptiſta, ſhall IT lead the way? 
Welcome! one meſs is like to be your cheer : 
Come, ſir; we'll better it in Piſa, 
Bap. I follow you. 
__ [Exeunt TRAN IO, Pedant, and BAPTISTA, 
Bion. Cambio.— 
Luc. What ſay' ſt thou, Biondello ? 
Bion. You ſaw my maſter wink and laugh upon you ? 
Exe. Biondello, what of that? 
Bion. Faith, nothing; but he has left me here behind, 
to expound the meaning or moral of his ſigns and tokens. 
Luc. I pray thee, moralize them. 
Bion. Then thus. Baptiſta is ſafe, talking with the 
deceiving father of a deceitful ſon. | 
Luc. And what of him? 
Bion, His daughter 1 is to be brought by you to the ſup- 
per. 
Luc. And then ?— 
Bion. The old prieſt at Gaint Luke's church is at your 
command at all hours, 


Luc. 
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Luc. And what of all this? | 


Bion. I cannot tell; except they are buſied about a 
jk counterfeit aſſurance : take you aſſurance of her, cum pri- 
wilegio ad imprimendum ſolùm: to the church ;—take the J 
prieſt, clerk, and ſome ſufficient honeſt witneſles : 2 
N If this be not that you look for, I have no more to ſay, 
N But, bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day. [ Going. 
Luc. Hear'ſt thou, Biondello? 
Bion. I cannot tarry: I knew a wench married in an 
| afternoon as ſhe went to the garden for parſley to ſtuff a 
} rabbit; and ſo may you, fir ; and ſo adieu, fir. My maſ- 
| ter hath appointed me to go to ſaint Luke's, to bid the 
prieſt be ready to come againſt you come with your ap- 
pendix, LExit. 
Luc. T may, and will, if the be ſo . 
She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould I doubt? 
Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her; 
It thall go hard, if Cambio go without her. LExit. 
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SCENE v. 
A publick Road. 


Enter PETRUCHIO, KATHARINA, and HORTENS10, 


Pet. Come on, o' God's name; once more toward our 
father's. 


Good Lord, how bright and goodly ſhines the moon ! 
Kath. The moon! the ſun; it is not moonlight now. 
Pet, I ſay, it is the moon that ſhines ſo bright. 

Kath. I know, it is the ſun that ſhines ſo bright. 


Pet. Now, by my mother's ſon, and that's myſelf, 
It ſhall be moon, or ſtar, or what I liſt, 


Or ere I journey to your father's houſe ;— 


. Go 


2 a >» — k — 5, F > 
2. *: 445”. 


17 2 
£ * 1 - 
ESA EE 1 p N 
1 - 5 
ELIE ed r 


r 


„ 


n 
ET, 


Act iv. TAMING OF THE SHREW. 77 


Go on, and fetch our horſes back again.— 
Evermore croſt, and croſt ; nothing but croſt ! 
Hor. Say as he ſays, or we ſhall never go. 
Kath. Forward, I pray, fince we have come ſo far, 
And be it moon, or ſun, or what you pleaſe : 
And if you pleaſe to call it a ruſh candle, 
Henceforth I vow it ſhall be ſo for me. 
Pet. I ſay, it is the moon. 
Kath. | J know it is. 
Pet. Nay, then you lie; it is the bleſſed ſun. 
Kath. Then, God be bleſs'd, it is the bleſſed ſun :— 
But ſun it is not, when you ſay it is not; 
And the moon changes, even as your mind. 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it is; 
And ſo it ſhall be ſo, for Katharine. 
Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways; the field is won. 
Pet, Well, forward, forward: thus the bowl ſhould 
run, | | 
And not unluckily againſt the bias.— 


But ſoft ; what company is coming here? 


Enter VINCENT10, i a travelling dreſs. 


Good-morrow, gentle miſtreſs: Where away ?— 
| [To VINCENTIO. 
Tell me, ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 
Haſt thou beheld a freſher gentlewoman ? 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks ! 
What ſtars do ſpangle heaven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heavenly face ?— 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee :— 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's ſake. 
Hor. * A will make the man mad, to make a woman of 


him, | 
8 | ..-- : Rath, 


n 
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Kath, Young budding virgin, fair, and freſh, and ſweets 
Whither away; or where is thy abode? 


Happy the parents of ſo fair a child; 
Happier the man, whom favourable ſtars 
Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellow ! 
Pet. Why, how now, Kate! I hope, thou art not mad: 
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither'd: 
And not a maiden, as thou ſay'ſt he is. 
Kath. Pardon, old father, my miſtaking eyes, 
That have been ſo bedazzled with the ſun, 
That every thing I look on ſeemeth green: 
Now I perceive, thou art a reverend father; 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miſtaking. | 
Pet. Do, good old grandſire; and, withal, make known 
Which way thou travelleſt : if along with us, 


We ſhall be joyful of thy company. 


Vin. Fair fir, and you my merry miſtreſs,— 
That with your ſtrange encounter much amaz'd me; 
My name is call'd—Vincentio ; my dwelling—Pitſa ; 
And bound I am to Padua ; there to viſit 
A ſon of mine, which long I have not ſeen. 

Pet, What 1s his name ? 


Vin. Lucentio, gentle ſir. 
Pet. Happily met; the happier for thy ſon. 
And now by law, as well as reverend age, 
I may entitle thee—my loving father; 


The ſiſter to my wife, this gentlewoman, 


Thy ſon by this hath married: Wonder not, 


Nor be not griev'd ; ſhe is of good eſteem, 


Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth; 
Beſide, ſo qualified as may beſeem 

The ſpouſe of any noble gentleman, 

Let me embrace with old Vincentio : 


And 


70 
ö 2 
; ry 
1 
SY 
* 

2 

* 

* 

* 

3 
1 
L *. 
7 5 
4 * 


1 6 } 
A tf f N F 
A 3 N 


- . > 5 
wy : —"— . 
go WOE rk Gato toon ade ds 8 
een tf J DF , oY 


„ 
a 1 
* 
4 
2 
5 $1 he 
\ e 
. - a 
* * 
[4 & 
F. 5 
25 75 
be: 52S 
A 
7 
N. 
1 
% 
* 
$I 
4 
Kc 
> 
"* 
FH) 
ef 
. 
8 
* 
* 
>= 


= N = 
E | 2 a on n N 7 
e 


of s KC 


0 


Act iv. TAMING OF THE SHREW, 79 


And wander we to ſee thy honeſt ſon, 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 
Vin. But is this true? or is it elſe your pleaſure, 
Like pleaſant travellers, to break a jeſt 
Upon the company you overtake ? 
Hor. I do aſſure thee, father, ſo it is. 
Pet. Come, go along, and ſee the truth hereof ; 
For our firſt merriment hath made thee jealous. 
[Exeunt PETRUCH1IO, KATHARINA, and VINCENTIO. 
Hor. Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my widow ; and if ſhe be froward, 
Then haſt thou taught Hortenſio to be untoward. Exit. 


4 


ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
ꝗ—ʒ3ä—äͤͤ mm ne rt — en 4 5 


Padua. Before Lucentio's Houſe, 


Enter on one fide BrowDtLLo, LUCENTIO, and BIANCA; 
GREM1O walking on the other fide. 


Bion. Softly and ſwiftly, fir ; for the prieſt is ready. 


Luc. I fly, Biondello; but they may chance to need 
thee at home, therefore leave us. 


Bion. Nay, faith, I'Il ſee the church o'your back; and 


then come back to my maſter as ſoon as I can. 


[Exeunt LUCENTIO, BIANCA, and BIONDELLO, 
Gre. I marvel, Cambio comes not all this while, 


Enter PETRUCHIO, KATHARINA, VINCENTIO, and 


3 


Pet. Sir, here's the door, this 3 is Lucentio's houſe, 
My father's bears more toward the marketplace; 
Thither muſt J, and here I leave you, fir. 

Vin. You ſhall not chuſe but drink before you go; 

I think, I ſhall command your welcome here, 
And, by all hkelihood, ſome cheer is toward. [ Knocks. 

Gre, They're buſy within, you were beſt knock louder, 


Ente Pedant above, at a window, 


Ped. What's he chat knocks as he would beat down 
the gate ? 


Vin. Ts fignior Lucentio 


within, fir? 
Ped. He's within, fir, 


t not to be ſpoken withal. 
Vin. 
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Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred * or two, _ 
to make merry withal, 


Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to. yourſelf ; he ſhall 
need none, ſo long as I live. 

Pet. Nay, I told you, your ſon was belov'd in Padua. 
Do you hear, ſir ?—to leave frivolous circumſtances,— 
I pray you, tell ſignior Lucentio, that his father is come 
from Piſa, and is here at the door to ſpeak with him. 

Ped. Thou heſt ; his father 1s come from Piſa, and here 
looking out at the window, 

Vin. Art thou his father ? 

Ped. Ay, fir; ſo his mother ſays, if I may ee her. 

Pet. Why, how now, gentleman! [To VIX cEN. ] why, 
this is flat knavery, to take upon you another man's name. 

Ped, Lay hands on the villain; I believe a means to 
cozen ſomebody in this city under my countenance. 


Re-enter BIONDELLO, 


Bion. IJ have ſeen them in the church together; God 
ſend 'em good ſhipping !—But who is here ? mine old 


_maſter, Vincentio ? now we are undone and brought to 


nothing. 


Vin. Come hither, crack-hemp. [Seeing BIONDELLO, 


Bion. I hope, I may chooſe, fir. 


Fin. Come hither, you rogue; What, have you forgot | 


me ? 

Bion. Forgot you? no, fir: I could not forget you, for 
I never ſaw you before in all my life. 

Vin. What, you notorious villain, didſt thou never ſee 
thy maſter's father, Vincentio ? 

Bion, What, my old, worſhipful old maſter ? yes, mar- 
ry, fir; ſee where he looks out of the window. 

Vin. Is't ſo, indeed? 


[Beats BiONDELLO. 
8 Bio. 


% 
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Bion. Help, help, help ! here's a madman will murder 

me. [ Exif, 
Pea. Help, ſon! help, senior Baptiſta ! 

Exit, from the window, 

Pet. Priythee, Kate, let's ſtand aſ.de, and ſee the end 

of this controverſy. [ They retire, 


Re-enter Pedant below; BAPTISTA, TRANIO, and 
Servants. 


Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my ſervant ? 

Vin. What am I, fir? nay, what are you, ſir? -O im- 
mortal gods! O fine villain! a filken doublet! a velvet 
hoſe ! a ſcarlet cloak! and a copatain hat !-—O, I am un- 
done! I am undone ! while I play the good huſband at 
home, my ſon and my ſervant ſpend all at the univerſity. 

Tra. How now! what's the matter? 

Bap. What, is the man lunatick ? 

Tra. Sir, you ſeem a ſober ancient gentleman by your 
habit, but your words ſhow you a madman : Why, fir, 
what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and gold? I thank 
we good father, I am able to maintain it. 

Vin. Thy father? O, villain ! he is a ſailmaker in Ber- 
gamo. 

Bap. You miſtake, fir ; you miſtake, Ge; Pray, what 
do you think 1s his name ? 

Vin. His name? as if I knew not his name : I- have 
brought him up ever ſince he was three years old, and 
his name 1s—Tranio, 

Ped. Away, aways mad aſs! his name is Lucentio 5 


and he 1s mine only ſon, and heir to the lands of me, . 


nior Vincentio. 
Vin. Lucentio! O, he hath murdered his maſter !—Lay 
hold on him, I charge Yous. in the duke's name ;—O, my 
1 ſon, 
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ſon, my fon !—tell me, thou villain, where is my ſon 
Lucentio ? 

Tra. Call forth an officer: ¶ Enter one with an Officer. ] 
carry this mad knave to the gaol :—Father Baptiſta, I 
charge you, ſee, that he be forthcoming. _ 

Vin, Carry me to the gaol ! 

Gre, Stay, officer ; he ſhall not go to priſon, 


Bap. Talk not, fignior Gremio ; I ſay, he ſhall go to 


priſon, 
Gre. Take heed, ſignior Baptiſta, leſt you be coney- 
catch'd in this buſineſs; I dare ſwear, this 1s the right 
Vincentio. 
Ped. Swear, if thou dar'ſt. 
Gre, Nay, I dare not ſwear it. 
Tra. Then thou wert beſt ſay, that J am not Lucentio. 
Gre, Yes, I know thee to be ſignior Lucentio. 
Bap. Away with the dotard ; to the gaol with him. 
Vin. Thus ftrangers may be haled and abuſed ;— 
O monſtrous villain ! 


Re-enter BIONDEI1 LO, with LUCEnTio and BIANCA, 


Bion. O, we are fooiled, and—Yonder he 1s; deny 
him, forſwear him, or elſe we are all undone. 


Luc, Pardon, ſweet father. [ Kneeling. 
Vin. Livia my ſweeteſt ſon ? 

f [B1ONDELLO, TRANIO, and Pedant run out. 
Bian, Pardon, dear father. _ | [ Kneeling. 
Bap. Ho haſt thou offended ?— 

Where is Lucentio ? | 25 
Kue. Here's Lucentio, 


Right ſon unto the right Vincentio; 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine, 
While counterfeit ſuppoſes blear'd thine eyne. 
G 2 Gre. 
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Gre. Here's packing, with a witneſs, to deceive us all ? 
in. Where is that damned villain, Tranio, 
That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter fo ? 
Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio ? 
Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. 
Luc. Love wrought theſe miracles. Bianca's love 
Made me exchange my ſtate with Tranio, 
While he did bear my countenance in the town; 
And happily I have arriv'd at laſt 
Unto the wiſhed haven of my bliſs ;— 
What Tranio did, myſelf enforc'd him to; 
Then pardon him, ſweet father, for my ſake. 
Vin. I'll lit the villain's noſe, that — have ſent me 
to the gaol. 
Bap. But do you win ſir? [To LucenT10.] Have you 
married my daughter without aſking my good- will? 
Vin. Fear not, Baptiſta z we will content you, go to: 
But I will in, to be reveng'd for this villainy. [ Exit. 
Bap. And I, to ſound the depth of this knavery. [ Ex. 
Luc, Look not pale, Bianca; thy father will not frown. 
r Exennt LUCENTTO and BLANCA. 
Gre. My cake is dough : But I'll in among the reſt ; 
Out of hope of all,—but my ſhare of the feaſt. 
[ Extt.—PETRUCHIO and KATHARINA advance. 
Kath. Huſband, let's follow, to ſee the end of this ado. 
Pet. Firſt kiſs me, Kate, and we will. 
Kath. What, in the midſt of the ſtreet ? 
Pet, What, art thou aſham'd of me? 5 
Kath, No, fir; God forbid : but aſham'd to kiſs. | 
Pet, Why, then let's home again come, ſirrah, let's 


away. 
Kath, Nay, I will give thee a kiſs ; now pray thee, 
love, ſtay, , 


= Pet, 
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Pet, Is not this well ?—Come, my ſweet Kate; 
Better once than never, for never too late, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
. 


A Room in Lucentio's Houſe, 


Banquet ſet out. Enter BAPTISTA, VINCENTIO, GRE- 
MIO, the Pedant, LUCENT10, BIANCA, PETRUCHIO, 
KATHARINA, HORTENS10, and Widow. TRANIO, 
' BiONDELLO, GRUMIO, and Others, attending. 


Luc. At laſt, though long, our jarring notes agree: 
And time it is, when raging war is done, 
To ſmile at *ſcapes and perils over-blown.— 
My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome, 


While I with ſelf-ſame kindneſs welcome thine ;— 


Brother Petruchio, —ſiſter Katharina,— 
And thou, Hortenſio, with thy loving widow, — 
Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my houſe; 
My banguet 1s to cloſe our ſtomachs up, 
After our great good cheer : Pray you, fit down 
For now we fit to chat, as well as eat. [They /it at table, 
Pet. Nothing but ſit and ſit, and eat and eat 
Bap. Padua affords this kindneſs, ſon Petruchio. 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 
Hor. For both our ſakes I would that word were true. 
Pet. Now, for my life, Hortenſio fears his widow. 
Wid. Then never truſt me if I be afeard. 
Pet. You are ſenſible, and yet you miſs my ſenſe ; 
I mean, Hortenſio is afeard of you. 
Wid. He that is giddy, thinks the werrd. turns round, 
Pet, Roundly replied. 
. Kath, 


Rao, — 
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Kath. Miſtreſs, how mean you that? 
Mid. Thus I conceive by him. 
Pet. Conceives by me - How likes Hortenſio that? 
Her. My widow ſays, thus ſhe conceives her tale. 

Pet. Very well mended : Kiſs him for that, good widow. 
Kath. He that is giddy, thinks the world turns round ;— 


I pray you, tell me what you meant by that. 


Wid. Your huſband, being troubled with a ſhrew, 


Meaſures my huſband's ſorrow by his woe: 
And now you know my meaning. 


Kath. A very mean meaning. 
Mid. Right, I mean you. 
Kath. And J am mean, indeed, W you. 
Pet. To her, Kate! 
Hor. To her, widow ! | 
Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her down, 
Hor. That's my office. 
Pet. Spoke like an officer: Ha' to thee, lad. 

[Drinks to HORTENSIO. 
Bap. How likes Gremio theſe quick-witted folks? 
Gre. Believe me, fir, they butt together well. 
Bian, Head, and butt ? an haſty-witted body 


Would ſay, your head and butt were head and horn, 


Vin. Ay, miſtreſs bride, hath that awaken'd you ? 
Bian. Ay, but not frighted me? therefore I'll Hoop 
again. 


Pet. Nay, that you ſhall not; ſince you have begun, 5 


Have at you for a bitter jeſt or two. 


Bian. Am I your bird? I mean to ſhift my buſh, 


Ad then purſue me as you draw your bow ;— 
You are welcome all. 


| [Exeunt BIANCA, KATHARINA, and Widow. 


Pet, She hath prevented me.— Here, hgmor Tranio, 
This 
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This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her not ; 
Therefore, a health to all that ſhot and miſs'd. 
Tra. O, ſir, Lucentio ſlipp'd me like his greyhound, 


Which runs himſelf, and catches for his maſter. 


Pet. A good ſwift ſimile, but ſomething curriſh. 
Tra. Tis well, fir, that you hunted for yourſelf; 
»Tis thought, your deer does hold you at a bay. 
Bap. O ho, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 
Luc, I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio. 
Hor. Confeſs, confeſs ; hath he not hit you here? 
Pet. A has a little galbd me, I confeſs; 
And, as the jeſt did glance away from me, 
*Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright. 
Bap. Now, in good ſadneſs, ſon Petruchio, 
I think thou haſt the verieſt ſhrew of all. 
Pet. Well, I fay—no: and therefore, for aſſurance, 
Let's each one ſend unto his wife ; | 
And he, whoſe wife 1s moſt obedient 
To come at firſt when he doth ſend for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will propoſe. 
Hor. Content nn is the wager ? 
Luc, 5 Twenty crowns, 
Pet. Twenty crowns ! | 
I'll venture ſo much on my hawk, or 1 
But twenty times ſo much upon my wife. 
Luc. A hundred then. 


Hor. Content. 
Pet. f A match; tis dope, 
Hor. Who ſhall begin? | | 
1 . That will I. Go, 

Biondello, bid your miſtreſs come to me, 
Bion. I go. LExit. 


Bap. Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes. 
Luc, I'll have no halves; I'll bear it all my ſelf. 
| Re-enter 
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- 


Re-enter B1iONDELLO. 


How now ! what news ? 


Bion. Sir, my miſtreſs ſends you word 
That ſhe is buſy, and ſhe cannot come. 


Pet. How! ſhe 1s buſy, and ſhe cannot come! 
Is that an anſwer ? 


Gre, Ay, and a kind one too : 
Pray God, fir, your wife ſend you not a worſe. 
Pet, I hope, better. 


Hor. Sirrah, Biondello, go, and entreat my wife 
To come to me forthwith. 


Pet. O, ho! entreat her ! 
Nay, then ſhe needs muſt come. 


Hor. I am afraid, ſir, 
Do what you can, yours will not be entreated, 


Re-enter B1ONDELLO. 


4 
Now, where's my wife ? 


Bion. She ſays, you have ſome goodly jeſt in hand; 
She will not come; ſhe bids you come to her. 


Pet. Worſe and worſe ; ſhe will not come O vile, 
Intolerable, not to be ur d! 


Sirrah, Grumio, go to your miſtreſs ; 
Say, I command her come to me. 
Hor. I know her anſwer. 


Pet. What ? 
Hor. 


Pet, The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 


Act v. 


[ Exit BiONDELLO. 


[Exit Gxuuio. 
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1 Enter KATHARINA. 


Baß. Now, by my holidame, here comes Katharina ! 
Kath, What is your will, fir, that you ſend for me ? 
Pet. Where is your ſiſter, and Hortenſio's wife? 
Kath, They fit conferring by the parlour fire. 

Pet. Go, fetch them hither ; if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth unto their huſbands : 
Away, I fay, and bring them hither ſtraight. 

| [Exit KATHARINA, 

Luc, Here 1s a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 

Hor. And ſo it is; I wonder, what it bodes. 

Pet, Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet life, 


And awful rule, and right ſupremacy 


And, to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and happy. 
Bap. Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio ! 

The wager thou haſt won; and I will add 

Unto their loſſes twenty thouſand crowns ; 

Another dowry to another daughter, 

For ſhe is chang'd, as ſhe had never been. 
Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet ; 

And ſhow more ſign of her obedience, 


Her new-built virtue and obedience. 


Re-enter KATHARINA, With BIANCA and Widow. 


See, where ſhe comes ; and brings your froward wives 
As priſoners to her womanly perſuaſion.— | 
Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not 
Off with that bauble, throw it under foot, 
[KATHARINA pulls off her cap, and throws it down. 
Wid, 


= 
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Mid. Lord, let me never have a cauſe to ſigh, ö 
Till I be brought to ſuch a filly paſs! 

Bian. Fie! what a fooliſh duty call you this ? 

Luc. T would, your duty were as fooliſh too : 
The viſdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 
Hath coſt me an hundred crowns ſince ſupper- time. 

Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty. 

Pet. Katharine, I charge thee, tell theſe headſtrong 

women 
W hat duty they do owe their lords and huſbands. 
Mid. Come, come, you're mocking ; we will have no 
telling. 

Pet. Come on, I ſay; and firſt begin with her. 

Wid. She ſhall nct. 

Pet. I ſay, ſhe ſhall ;—and firſt begin with her. 

Kath. Fie, fie! unknit that threat'ning unkind brow ; 
And dart not ſcornful glances from thoſe eyes, 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor : 
It blots thy beauty, as froſts bite the meads ; 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds ſhake fair buds ; 
And in no ſenſe is meet, or amiable. | 
A woman mov'd, is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-ſeeming, thick, bereft of beauty ; 
And, while it is ſo, none ſo dry or thirſty 
Will deign to ſip, or touch one drop of it. 
Thy huſband 1s thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſovereign ; one that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance : commits his body 
To painful labour, both by ſea and land ; 
To watch the night in ſtorms, the day in cold, 
While thou lieſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience ;— 


Too 


*. 
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Too little payment for ſo great a debt. 

Such duty as the ſubject owes the prince, 

Even ſuch, a woman oweth to her huſband : 
And, when ſhe's froward, peeviſh, ſullen, four, 
And, not obedient to his honeſt will, 

W hat is ſhe, but a foul contending rebel, 

And graceleſs traitor to her loving lord ?— 

I am aſham'd, that women are fo ſimple 

To offer war where they ſhould kneel for peace; 
Or ſeek for rule, ſupremacy, and ſway, 

When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies ſoft, and weak, and ſmooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world; 

But that our ſoft conditions, and our hearts, 
Should well agree with our external parts ? 
Come, come, you froward and unable worms ! 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 


ly heart as great; my reaſon, haply, more, 


To bandy word for word, and frown for frown : 


But now, I ſee our lances are but ſtraws ; 


Our ſtrength as weak, our weakneſs paſt compare,— | 

That ſeeming to be moſt, which we leaſt are. 

Then vail your ſtomachs, for it is no boot; 

And place your hands below your huſband's foot: 

In token of which duty, if he pleaſe, 

My hand is ready, may it do him eaſe. 
Pet. Why, there's a wench !—Come on, and kiſs me, 

Kate. | | | 

Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad; for thou ſhalt ha't. 
Vin. * Tis a good hearing, when children are toward. 
Luc, But a harſh hearing, when women are froward. 
Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to-bed := 

We three are married, but you two are ſped. 


'T was 
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Twas I won the wager, though you hit the white; 5M 
| | [7 LUCENT10. E 
And, being a winner, God give you good night ! 3 
[Exeunt PETRUCHIO and KATHARINA. 
Hor. Now go thy ways, thou haſt tam'd a curſt ſhrew. 
Luc, *Tis a wonder, by your leave, ſhe will be tam'd ſo. 
[ Exexut. 


* 


SE 


4 Ned b Tr 


7 27 121 

71 | * : XI ——— 44 — — 7 * 

— „ 
. 26 2 
1 
Q F — 
4 3 
” 

- * 4? 

- 

. 4 


Act 2 srene 1 


/ 


7 


* 
= ' 
+ * 4 
* o 
* 
2 
1 - * * 
Cy * F- 
5 . L ' : 
: ? \ 1 | 
* 
- | j 
"FD * I 
? Pl» 4 


5 k — 

1 5 "x 

E : 4 

S * 2 L \ / . $4 - — 4 3 

2 f 2 > — — 9 4 

u — . 3 ln 4 1 a h 

1 4 C LE » * - — 1 1 y 
$4 6 wy f wy A — N . a 

8 A o x N N 5 ag Poe, » . vali, - | 

* . * 2 2 14 


Publirhed by Vernor Cod Feb.17 99. 


Helena, GerarW . Narborme was 


N x 
2 F * 0 
_ : 5 . 
_ * . N. - T 
. : L x 
| ON ; 
* * > bY 
a 0 - [ 3 4 K AM 
= | 
4 
. | 
[ 
| # 
| « 
« — 
* 
. RB J 
4 . 1 
* 


2 


K =: b 2 * 


Harding's Edition. 


tm > 


All's Well that ends Well, 


A 


COMEDY: *- 


WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE. 


ACCURATELY PRINTED 
FROM THE TEXT oF 


Mr. STEEVENS's LAST EDITION. — 


Drnamented with Wlates. 


— — —— ——_—— — — 
—— 


— 


* 


5 London: 


PUELISHED BY E. HARDING, NO. 98, PALL-MALL; | 
J. WRIGHT, PICCADILLY; G. SAEL, STRAND; 
AND VERNOR AND HOOD, POULTRY, 


1799. 


5 age + WF. 8 ce 4 7 g i V 
: A 2 232 l 2 2 S308 3 fa, % 2 Tee 8 he Os 9 Pe, 
OO ond P OE Bs 7 p « 5 
. n pe 
- x , ul VI 7 oh, > * 7 
2 - 
8 
* 2 2 n * _ IF - 2 
* 
* 
4 
* 
< 
* 
R 2 
- 
Py 
* 
8 
* 
— 
— - 
* 
— 
x 
5 - 
= 
* oy 


: Ne ASA BSE 1 ; 


OBSERVATIONS. 


HE ſtory of A!Ps Well that ends Well, or, as I ſuppoſe it to have 
been ſometimes call'd, Love's Labour Nonne, is originally in- 


_ deed the property of Boccace, but it came immediately to Shak- 


ſpeare from Painter's Ciletta of Narbon, in the Firſt Vol. of the 
Palace of Pleaſure, 4to. 1566, p. 88. FARMER. 


Shakſpeare is indebted to the novel only for a few leading cir- 
cumſtances in the graver parts of the piece. The comic buſineſs 
appears to be entirely of his own formation. SrEEVENSV. 


> 


This comedy, I imagine, was written in 1598. MALI ONE. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


* 


King of France. 

Duke of Florence, 

BERTRAM, Count of Roufillon. 

' LaFEv, an old Lord. 

PAROLLES, @ follower of Bertram. 


| Several young French Lords, that ſerve with Bertram in the 
Florentine war. 


CS Servants to the Counteſs of Rouſillon, 
Clown, 


A Page. 


Counteſs of Rouſillon „ mother to Bertram. 


HELENA, a gentlewoman protected by the Conte. 
An old widow of Florence. 


DiaNa, daughter to the widow. 


y _ 1d 7 ) } Neighbours and friends to the ie. 


Lords, attending on the King; Officers, Soldiers, &c. French 
and Florentine. 


SCENE, partly in France, and partly in Tuſcany. 
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ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


—_— 


Rouſillon, A Room in the Counteſs's Palace. 


Enter BERTRAM, the Counteſs of Rouſillon, HELENA, and 
LAFEU, in mour ning. 


Counteſs. 


T* FO ES my ſon from me, I bury a ſecond huſ- 
band. 8 
Ber. And I, in going, madam, weep o'er my father's 
death anew : but I muſt attend his majeſty's command, to 
whom I am now in ward, evermore in ſubjection. 
* Lof. You ſhall find of the king a huſband, madam ;— 
you, fir, a father: He that ſo generally is at all times 
good, muſt of neceſlity hold his virtue. to you ; whoſe 
worthineſs would ftir it up where it wanted, rather than 
lack it where there is ſuch abundance. 
Count. What hope is there of his majeſty's — 
Laf. He hath abandon'd his phyſicians, madam ; under 
whoſe practices he hath perſecuted time with hope; and 
finds no other advantage in the proceſs, but on the 
loſing of hope by time. | 
Count. This young gentlewoman had a aber (O, that 


bad! how ſad a paſſage tis!) whoſe ſkill was almoſt as 


great as his honeſty ; had it ſtretch'd ſo far, would have 
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made nature immortal, and death ſhould have play for 
lack of work. Would, for the king's fake, he were liv- 
ing! I think, it would be the death of the king's diſeaſe. 
Loaf. How call'd you the man you ſpeak of, madam ? | 
Count. He was famous, fir, in his profeſſion, and it was 
his great right to be ſo: Gerard de Narbon. 
Laf. He was excellent, indeed, madam ; the king very 


lately ſpoke of him, admiringly, and mourningly : he was 


ſkilful enough to have liv'd ſtill, if knowledge could be 
ſet up againſt mortality. 

Ber. What is it, my good lord, the king languiſhes of? 

Laf. A fiſtula, my lord. 

Ber. I heard not of it before. | 

Laf. I would, it were not notorious. Was this gentle- 
woman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 

Count. His ſole child, my lord; and bequeathed to my 
overlooking. I have thoſe hopes of her good, that her 
education promiſes : her diſpoſitions ſhe inherits, which 
make fair gifts fairer; for where an unclean mind carries 
virtuous qualities, there commendations go with pity, 


they are virtues and traitors too; in her they are the bet- 
ter for their ſimpleneſs; ſhe derives her honeſty, and 


achieves her goodneſs. 
Laf: Your commendations, madam, get from her tears, 
Count, *Tis the beſt brine a maiden can ſeaſon her 
praiſe in. The remembrance of her father never ap- 


' proaches her heart, but the tyranny of her ſorrows takes 
all livelihood from her cheek. No more of this, Helena, 
go to, no more; left it be rather thought you affect a ſor- 
row, than to hs” 


Hel. J do affect a ſorrow, indeed, but I have it too. 
Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right . of the dead, 
exceſlive grief the enemy to the living. 
7 | Count, 


„ 
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Count. If the living be enemy to the grief, the exceſs 
makes it ſoon mortal. 

Ber. Madam, I deſire your holy wiſhes, 

Laf. How underſtand we that ? 

Count. Be thou bleſt, Bertram! and ſucceed thy father 
In manners, as in ſhape! thy blood, and virtue, 
Contend for empire in thee; and thy goodneſs 
Share with thy birth-right ! Love all, truſt a few, 
Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power, than uſe; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key : be check'd for filence, 
But never tax*d for ſpeech. What heaven more will, 
That thee may furniſh, and my prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy head! Farewell. My lord, 
*Tis an unſeaſon'd courtier; good my lord, 
Adviſe him. wo 

Laf. He cannot want the beſt 
That ſhall attend his love. | 

Count. Heaven bleſs him !—Farewell, Bertram. 

[Exit Counteſs. 

Ber. The beſt wiſhes, that can be forged in your 
thoughts, [To HELENA. ] be ſervants to you! Be com- 
fortable to my mother, your miſtreſs, and make much of 


her. | 
Laf. Farewell, pretty lady: You muſt hold the credit i, 
of your father. [Exeunt BERTRAM and LAFEU, 1 


Hel. O, were that all !—I think not on my father; 
And theſe great tears grace his remembrance more, 
Than thoſe I ſhed for him. What was he like ? 

J have forgot him: my imagination 

Carries no favour in it, but Bertram's. 


I am undone; there is no living, none, 


If Bertram = away. It were all one, 
That I ſhould love a bright particular ſtar, 
32 And 
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And think to wed it, he is ſo above me: 

In his bright radiance and collateral hight 
Muſt I be comforted, not in his ſphere. 

The ambition in my love thus plagues itſelf : 
The hind, that would be mated by the hon, 
Muſt die for love. *Twas pretty, though a plague; 
To ſee him every hour; to fit and draw | 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 
In our heart's table ; heart, too capable 

Of every line and trick of his ſweet favour : 
But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Muſt ſanctify his relicks, Who comes here? 


Enter PAROLLES, 


One that goes with him: ] love him for his ſake 
And yet I know him a notorious liar, 

Think him a great way fool, ſolely a coward ; 

Yet theſe fix'd evils fit ſo fit in him, | 
That they take place, when virtue's ſteely bones 
Look bleak in the cold wind : withal, full oft we ſee 
Cold wiſdom waiting on ſuperfluous folly, 

Par. Save you, fair queen, 

Hel. And you, monarch. 

Par. No. | : 

Hel. And no. 

Par. Are you meditating on virginity? 

Hel. Ay. You have ſome ſtain of ſoldier in you; let 
me aſk you a queſtion ; Man is enemy to virginity ; how 
may we barricado it againſt him ? 

Par. Keep him out. 

Hel. But he aſſails; and our virginity, though valiant 


in the defence, yet is weak: unfold to us ſome warlike 
re ſiſtance. 


— 
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Par. There is none; man, fitting down before you, 
will undermine you, and blow you up. 

Hel. Bleſs our poor virginity from underminers, and 
blowers up !—Is there no military policy, how virgins 
might blow up men ? | 

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will quicklier 
be blown up: marry, in blowing him down again, with 
the breach yourſelves made, you loſe your city. It 1s not 
politick in the commonwealth of nature, to preſerve vir- 
ginity. Loſs of virginity is rational increaſe ; and there 
was never virgin got, till virginity was firſt loſt, Thats 
you were made of, is metal to make virgins. Virginity, 
by being once loſt, may be ten times found: by being 


ever kept, it is ever loſt: tis too cold a companion; away 


with it. 

Hel. T will ſtand for't a little, though therefore I die a 
virgin. | 

Par. There's little can be ſaid in't; *tis againſt the rule 
of nature. To ſpeak on the part of virginity, 1s to accuſe 
your mothers ; which is moſt infallible diſobedience. He, 
that hangs bimfelf, is a virgin: virginity murders itſelf ; 
and ſhould be buried in highways, out of all ſanctified 
limit, as a deſperate offendreſs againſt nature. Virginity 
breeds mites, much like a cheeſe ; conſumes itſelf to the 
very paring, and ſo dies with feeding his own ſtomach, 
Beſides, virginity is peeviſh, proud, idle, made of ſelf- 
love, which is the moſt inhibited ſin in the canon. Keep it 
not; you cannot chooſe but loſe by't : Out with't: within 
ten years it will make itſelf ten, which, is a goodly in- 
creaſe; and the principal itſelf not much the worſe ; 


Away with't. 


Hel. How might one do, fir, to loſe it to her own lik- 


Par, Let me ſee; Marry, ill, to like him that ne'er it 
| B 3 likes, 
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likes. *Tis a commodity will loſe the gloſs with lying ; 
the longer kept, the leſs worth: off with't, while *tis 
vendible : anſwer the time of requeſt. Virginity, like an 
old courtier, wears her cap out of faſhion ; richly ſuited, 
but unſuitable; juſt like the brooch and tooth-pick, 
which wear not now: Your date is better in your pye and 
your porridge, than in your cheek : And your virginity, 
your old virginity, is like one of our French wither'd 
pears; it looks ill, it eats dryly; marry, 'tis a wither'd 
pear; it was formerly better; marry, yet, 'tis a wither'd 
pear : Will you any thing with it? 
Hel, Not my virginity yet. 
There ſhall your maſter have a thouſand loves, | 
A mother, and a miſtreſs, and a friend, | ö 
5 A pheœnix, captain, and an enemy, 
A guide, a goddeſs, and a ſovereign, 
A counſellor, a traitreſs, and a dear; 
His humble ambition, proud humility, 
His jarring concord, and his diſcord dulcet, 
His faith, his ſweet diſaſter; with a world 
Of pretty, fond, adoptious chriſtendoms, 
That blinking Cupid goſſips. Now ſhall he—— 
I know not what he ſhall :—God ſend him well! | ' 
The court's a learning-place ;—and he is one | E: 2 
Par. What one, Yfaith ? | 1 
Hel. That I wiſh well. —Tis pity | T- 
Par. What's pity ? ; 
Hel. That wiſhing well had not a body in't, . 
Which might be felt: that we, the poorer born, 1 
Whoſe baſer ſtars do ſhut us up in wiſhes, 0 
N Might with effects of them follow our friends, „ 1 
mw And ſhow what we alone muſt think; which never E: 
_ Returns us thanks. 
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Ad 1, ALL's WELL THAT ENDS WELL, 8 


Enter a Page. 


Page. Monſieur Parolles, my lord calls for you. 

[Exit Page. 

Par. Little Helen, farewell : if I can remember thee, I 
wil! think of thee at court. 

Hel. Monſieur Parolles, you were born under a chari- 
table ſtar. | | | 

Par. Under Mars, I. | 

Hel. I eſfcially think, under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars ? 

Hel. The wars have ſo kept you under, that you muſt 
needs be born under Mars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hel. When he was retrograde, I think, rather. 

Par. Why think you ſo? 

Hel. You go ſo much backward, when you fight. 

Par. That's for advantage. 

Hel. So 1s running away, when fear propoſes the ſafety : 
But the compoſition, that your valour and fear makes in 
you, is a virtue of a good wing, and J like the wear well. 

Par. I am ſo full of buſineſſes, I cannot anſwer thee 
acutely: I will return perfect courtier; in the which, my 
inſtruction ſhall ſerve to naturalize thee, ſo thou wilt be 
capable of a courtier's counſel, and underſtand what ad- 
vice ſhall thruſt upon thee; elſe thou dieſt in thine un- 
thankfulneſs, and thine ignorance makes thee away : fare- 
well. When thou haſt leiſure, ſay thy prayers; when 
thou haſt none, remember thy friends : get thee a good 


| huſband, and uſe him as he uſes thee : fo farewell. [Exit. 


Hel. Our remedies oft in ourſelves do lie, 
Which we aſcribe to heaven : the fated ſky 
Gives us free ſcope; only, doth backward pull 
Our ſlow deſigns, when we ourſelves are dull. 
B 4 What 
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8 ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. AS t. 


What power is it, which mounts my love ſo high; 
That makes me ſee, and cannot feed mine eye? 
The mightieſt ſpace in fortune nature brings 

To join like likes, and kiſs like native things. 
Impoſſible be ſtrange attempts, to thoſe 


That weigh their pains in ſenſe z and do ſuppoſe, 


What hath been cannot be: Who ever ſtrove 

To ſhow her merit, that did miſs her love? 

The king's diſeaſe—my project may deceive me, 

But my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me. [Exit, 


SCENE II. 
Paris. A Room in the King's Palace. 


Flouriſh of cornets. 1 the King of France, with letters; 
Lords and others attending. 


King. The Florentines and Senoys are by the ears; 
Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

1 Lord. So *tis reported, ſir. 

King. Nay, 'tis moſt credible; we here receive it 
A certainty, vouch'd from our coukn Auſtria, 


With caution, that the Florentine will move us 


For ſpeedy aid; wherein our deareſt friend 
Prejudicates the buſineſs, and would ſeem 
To have us make denial, | 
1 Lord. His love and wiſdom, f 
Approv'd ſo to your majeſty, may plead 
For ampleſt credence. | 
Kings. lle hath arm'd our anſwer, 
And Florence is denied before he comes: DE 
Yet, for our gentlemen, that mean to ſee 
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The Tuſcan ſervice, freely have they leave 
To ſtand on either part. 
2 Lord. It may well ſerve 
A nurſery to our gentry, who are ſick 
For breathing and exploit. 
King, What's he comes here? 


Enter BERTRAM, LAFEU, and PAROLLES., 


1 Lord. It is the count Rouſillon, my good lord, 
Young Bertram. 
King. Youth, thou bear'ſt thy fathers face; 
Frank nature, rather curious than in haſte, 
Hath well compos'd thee. Thy father's moral parts 
May'ſt thou inherit too! Welcome to Paris. | 
Ber. My thanks and duty are your majeſty's. 
King. I would I had that corporal ſoundneſs now, 
As when thy father, and myſelf, in friendſhip 
Firſt try'd our ſoldierſhip ! He did look far 
Into the ſervice of the time, and was 


Diſcipled of the brave : he laſted long ; 


But on us both did haggiſh age ſteal on, 

And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father : In his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well obſerve 

To- day in our young lords; but they may jeſt, 
Till their own ſcorn return to them unnoted, 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour. 

80 like a courtier, contempt nor bitterneſs 
Were in his pride or ſharpneſs ; if they were, 
His equal had awak'd them; and his honour, . 
Clock to itſelf, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him ſpeak, and, at this time, 


His tongue obey'd his hand ; who were below him 
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10 ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. Act 1. 


He us'd as creatures of another place ; 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks, 1 
Making them proud of his humility, | 
In their poor praiſe he humbled : Such a man 
| Might be a copy to theſe younger times; 
Which, follow'd well, would demonſtrate them now 
But goers backward, 
Ber. His good remembrance, fir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb; 
So 1n approof lives not his epitaph, | 
As in your royal ſpeech. 3 
King. Would, I were with him! He would always ſay, | 
(Methinks, I hear him now; his plauſive words 
He ſcatter*d not in ears, but grafted them, 
To grow there, and to bear,)—Let me not live. 
Thus his good melancholy oft began, 
On the cataſtrophe and heel of paſtime, 
When it was out, —let me not hve, quoth he, 
After my flame lacks oil, to be the ſnuff 
Of younger ſpirits, whoſe apprehenſive ſenſes 
All but new things diſdain ; whoſe judgements are 
Mere fathers of their garments; whoſe conſtancies 
Expire before their faſhions : This he wiſh'd : 
I, after him, do after him wiſh too, 
Since I nor wax, nor honey, can bring home, 
I quickly were diſſolved from my hive, 
To give ſome labourers room. 
2 Lord. | You are lov'd, fir; 
They, that leaſt lend it you, ſhall lack you firſt. - 
King. 1 fill a place, I know't.—How long is't, ont, 
Since the phyſician at your father's died ? 
He was much fam'd. | 
Ber. | Some ſix months => my lord. 
King. If he were living, I would try him yet ;— 
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Ad 1. ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL, 11 


Lend me an arm ;—the reſt have worn me out 
With ſeveral applications: nature and ſickneſs 
Debate it at their leiſure. Welcome, count ; 
My ſon's no dearer. | 
Ber. Thank your majeſty. 
| [Exeunt. Flourifh, 


SCENE III. 


Rouſillon. A Room in the Counteſs's Palace. 


Enter Counteſs, Steward, and Clown. 


Count. I will now hear: what ſay you of this gentle- 
woman? 

Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even your con- 
tent, I wiſh might be found in the calendar of my paſt 
endeavours; for then we wound our modeſty, and make 
foul the clearneſs of our deſervings, when of ourſelves we 
publiſh them. 

Count. What does this knave here? Get you gone, ſir- 
rah: The complaints, I fave heard of you, I do not all 
believe; *tis my ſlowneſs, that I do not: for, I know, 
you lack not folly to commit them, and have ability 


enough to make ſuch knaveries yours. 


Clo. Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am a poor 
fellow. 

Count. Well, fir. 

Clo. No, madam, *tis not ſo well, that I am poor; 

though many of the rich are damn'd : But, if I may have 

your ladyſhip's good will to go to the world, Iſbel the 
woman and I will do as we may. 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? > 

Clo, I do beg your good- will in this caſe, 


Count, 


12 ALL's WELL THAT ENDS WELL. AS 1. 


Count. In what caſe ? 

Cle. In Iſbel's caſe, and mine own. Service is no he- 
ritage: and, I think, I ſhall never have the bleſſing of 
God, till I haye ifſue of my body; for, they ſay, bearns 
are bleſſings. 

Count. Tell me thy reaſon why thou wilt marry. 

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it: I am driven 
on by the fleſh; and he mult needs go, that the devil 
drives, 

Count. Is this all your worſhip's reaſon ? | 

Ch. Faith madam, I have other holy reaſons, ſuch as 
they are. 

Count. May the world know them ? 

Clo. T have been, madam, a wicked creature, as you 
and all fleſh and blood are; and, indeed, I do marry, that 
I may repent. 

Count, Thy marriage, ſooner than thy wickedneſs. 

Clo. I am out of friends, madam; and I hope to have 
friends for my wife's ſake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Clo. You are ſhallow, madam; e'en great friends; for 
the knaves come to do that for me, which I am a-weary 
of. He, that ears my land, ſpares my team, and gives me 


leave to inn the crop: if I be his cuckold, he's my 


, drudge : He, that comforts my wife, is the cheriſher of 
my fleſh and blood ; he, that cheriſhes my fleſh and blood, 
loves my fleſh and blood; he, that loves my fleſh and 
blood, is my friend: ergo, he that kiſſes my wife, is my 
friend. If men could be contented to be what they are, 
there were no fear in marriage; for young Charbon the 
puritan, and old Poyſam the papiſt, howſo&er their hearts 
are ſever'd in religion, their heads are both one, they may 
joll horns together, like any deer i' the herd, 

8 | Count, 
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Count, Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth'd and calum- 


nious knave ? 


Clo. A prophet I, madam; and I ſpeak the truth the 


next Way: 


For I the ballad will repeat, 
Which men full true ſhall find; 

Your marriage comes by deſtiny, 

Tour cuckoo ſings by kind. 


Count. Get you gone, fir; I'll talk with you more anon. 

Stew, May it pleaſe you, madam, that he bid Helen 
come to you ; of her I am to ſpeak, 

Count, Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman, I would ſpeak 
with her; Helen I mean. 


Clo. Was this fair face the cauſe, quoth ſhe, {Singing. 
Mh the Grecians ſacked Troy? Q 
Fond done, done fond, | 
Was this king Priam's joy. 
With that ſhe fighed as ſhe ſtood, 
With that ſbe ſighed as ſhe flood, 
And gave this ſentence then; 
Among nine bad if one be good, 
Among nine bad if one be good, 
There's yet one good in ten, 


Count, What, one good in ten ? you corrupt the ſong, 
Clo. One good woman in ten, madam ; which is a pu- 
rifying o' the ſong : Would God would ſerve the world 
ſo all the year! we'd find no fault with the tythe-woman, 
if I were the parſon: One in ten, quoth a'! an we might 
have a good woman born but every blazing ſtar, or at an 
| earth. 


14 ALL's WELL THAT ENDS WELT. Act 1, 


earthquake, *twould mend the lottery well; a man may 
draw his heart out, ere he pluck one. 


Count. Vou' ll be gone, fir knave, and doas I command you? 
Clo. That man ſhould be at woman's command, and yet 


no hurt done !—Though honeſty be no puritan, yet it will 
do no hurt; it will wear the ſurplice of humility over the 
black gown of a big heart.—I am going, forſooth : the 
buſineſs is for Helen to come hither. [Exit Clown, 

Count, Well, now. 

Stew, I know, madam, you love your gentlewoman 
entirely, 

Count, Faith, I do: her father bequeath'd her to me; 
and ſhe herſelf, without other advantage, may lawfully 
make title to as much love as ſhe finds : there is more 
owing her, than 1s paid ; and more ſhall be — her, than 
ſhe'll demand. 

Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her than, I 
think, ſhe wiſh'd me : alone ſhe was, and did communi- 


cate to herſelf, her own words to her own ears; ſhe 


thought, I dare vow for her, they touch'd not any ſtranger 
ſenſe. Her matter was, ſhe loved your ſon : Fortune, ſhe 
ſaid, was no goddeſs, that had put ſuch difference betwixt 
their two eſtates; Love, no god, that would not extend 
his might, only where qualities were level; Diana, no 
queen of virgins, . that would ſuffer her poor knight to be 
ſurpriſed, without reſcue, in the firſt aſſault, or ranſom 
afterward : This ſhe deliver'd in the moſt bitter touch of 
ſorrow, that e'er I heard virgin exclaim in: which I held 
my duty, ſpeedily to acquaint you withal ; ſithence, in 
the loſs that may happen, it concerns you ſomething to 
know it. 
Count. You have difckarged this honeſtly ; keep it to 
yourſelf: : many likelihoods inform'd me of this before, 
which hung ſo tottering in the balance, that I could nei- 
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Act 1. ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL, 15 


ther believe, nor miſdoubt : Pray you, leave me: tall 
this in your boſom, and I thank you for your honeſt care : 
I will ſpeak with you further anon. Exit Steward. 


Enter HELENA. 


Count. Even ſo it was with me, when I was young: 
If we are nature's, theſe are ours; this thorn 
Doth to our roſe of youth rightly belong; 
Our blood to us, this to our blood is born; 
It is the ſhow and ſeal of nature's truth, 
Where love's ſtrong paſſion is impreſs'd in youth: 
By our remembrances of days foregone, 
Such were our faults ;—or then we thought them none. 


Her eye is ſick on't; I obſerve her now. 


Hel. What is your pleaſure, madam ? | 
Count. You know, Helen, 
I am a mother to you, | 
Hel. Mine honourable miſtreſs. 
Count, | Nay, a mother, 
Why not a mother? When I ſaid, a mother, 


Methought you ſaw a ſerpent: What's in mother, 


That you ſtart at it? I ſay, I am your mother; 
And put you in the catalogue of thoſe 

That were enwombed mine: Tis often ſeen, 
Adoption ſtrives with nature; and choice breeds 
A native lip to us from foreign ſeeds : 

You ne'er oppreſs'd me with a mother's groan, 
Yet I expreſs to you a mother's care :— 

God's mercy, maiden ! does it curd thy blood, 
To ſay, I am thy mother? What's the matter, 
That this diſtemper'd meſſenger of wet, 

The many-colour'd Iris, rounds thine eye ? 
Why ?——that you are my daughter? 


Hel, 
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If it be not, forſwear't ; howe'er, I charge thee, 
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Hel. | That I am not. 
Count, I ſay, I am your mother. 
Hel. Pardon, madam 5 


The count Rouſillon cannot be my brother: 
IT am from humble, he from honour'd name; 
No note upon my parents, his all noble: 
My maſter, my dear lord he is; and I 

His ſervant live, and will his vaſſal die: 

He muſt not be my brother. | 

Count. Nor I your mother ? 

Hel. You are my mother, madam ; Would you were 
(So that my lord, your fon, were not my brother,) 
Indeed, my mother !—or were you both our mothers, 

I care no more for, than I do for heaven, 
So I were not his ſiſter : *Can'tno other, 
But, I your daughter, he muſt be my brother ? 
Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in-law 


God thield, you mean it not! daughter, and mother, 


So ſtrive upon your pulſe : What, pale again ? 
My fear hath catch'd your fondneſs: Now I fee 


The myſtery of your lonelineſs, and find 


Your ſalt tears' head. Now to all ſenſe tis groſs, 
You love my ſon ; invention is aſham'd, 
Againſt the proclamation of thy paſſion, 

To ſay, thou doſt not: therefore tell me true: 
But tell me then, tis ſo:— for, look, thy cheeks 
Confeſs it, one to the other; and thine eyes 
See it ſo groſsly ſnone in thy behaviours, 

That in their kind they ſpeak it; only ſin 

And helliſh obſtinacy tie thy tongue, 

That truth ſhould be ſuſpected: Speak, is't ſo? 
If it be ſo, you have wound a goodly clue; 
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As heaven ſhall work in me for thine avail, 
To tell me truly. 
Hel. . Good madam, pardon me! 
Count, Do you love my ſon ? 
Hel. Your pardon, noble miſtreſs ! 
Count, Love you my ſon ? 

Hel. Do not you love him, madam ? 
Count, Go not about; my love hath in't a bond, 
Whereof the world takes note: come, come, diſcloſe 

The ſtate of your affection ; for your paſſions 
Have to the full appeach'd, 

Hel. Then, I confeſs, 
Here on my knee, before high heaven and you, 
That before you, and next unto — heaven, 

IT love your ſon :;— 

My friends,were poor, but honeſt ; ſo's my love: 
Be not offended ; for it hurts not him, 

That he is loy'd of me: I follow him not 

By any token of preſumptuous ſuit ; 

Nor would I have him, till I do deſerve him j 
Yet never know how that deſert ſhould be. 

I know I love in vain, ftrive againſt hope; 

Yet, in this captious and intenible ſieve, 

I till pour in the waters of my love, Az 
And lack not to loſe ſtill : thus, Indian- Wes, in 
Religious in mine error, I adore 

The ſun, that looks upon his worſhipper, 

But knows of him no more. My deareſt madam, 
Let not your hate encounter with my love, 
For loving where you do: but, if yourſelf, 
Whoſe aged honour cites a vituous youth, 
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Did ever, in ſo true a flame of liking, 


Wiſh chaſtly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herſelf and Love; O then, give pity 
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To her, whoſe ſtate is ſuch, that cannot chooſe 
But lend and give, where ſhe is ſure to loſe ; 
That ſeeks not to find that her ſearch implies, 
But, riddle-like, lives (weetly where ſhe dies. 
Count, Had you not lately an intent, ſpeak truly, 
To go to Paris ? 
Hel. Madam, I had. 
Count, Wherefore ? tell true, 
Hel. I will tell truth; by grace itſelf, I ſwear. 
You know, my father left me ſome preſcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd effects, ſuch as his reading, 
And manifeſt experience, had collected 
For general ſovereignty ; and that he will'd me 
In heedfulleſt reſervation to beſtow them, 
As notes, whoſe faculties incluſive were, 
More than they were in note: amongſt the reſt, 
There is a remedy, approv'd, ſet down, 
To cure the deſperate languiſhings, whereof 
The king is render'd loſt, "A 
.- Count: This was your motive 
For Paris, was it? ſpeak. | 
Hel. My lord, your ſon made me to think of this 
Elſe Paris, and the medicine, and the king, 
Had, from the converſation of my thoughts, 
Haply, been abſent then, 
Count. But think you, Helen, 
If you ſhould tender your ſuppoſed aid, 
He would receive it ? He and his phyſicians 
Are of a mind; he, that they cannot help him, 
They, that they cannot help : How ſhall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgig/ when the ſchools, 
Embowell'd of their doctrine, have left off 
The danger to itſelf}? _ 
Hel. There's ſomething hints, 
L | 


More 
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More than my father's ſkill, which was the greateſt _ 
Of his profeſſion, that his good receipt 
Shall, for my legacy, be ſanctified 
By the luckieſt ſtars in heaven: and would your honour 
But give me leave to try ſucceſs, I'd venture 
'The well-loſt life of mine on his grace s cure, 
By ſuch a day and hour. 
Count. Doſt thou believe t? 
Hel. Ay, madam, knowingly. 
Count. Why, Helen, thou ſhalt have my leave, and love, 
Means, and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To thoſe of mine in court; I'll ſtay at home, 
And pray God's bleſſing into thy attempt: 
Be gone to-morrow z and be ſure of this, 
What I can help thee to, thou ſhalt not miſs. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


— 


——  — — 


Paris. A Room in the King's Palace, 


Flouriſh. Enter King, with young Lords taking leave for 
the Florentine war; BERTRAM, PAROLLES, and At- 
tendants. 


King. Farewell, young lord, theſe warlike principles 
Do not throw from you: —and you, my lord, farewell :— 
Share the advice betwixt you ; if both gain all, 

The gift doth ftretch itſelf as tis received, 
And is enough for both. 

x Lord. It is our hope, ſir, 
After well-enter'd ſoldiers, to return 
And find your grace in health, 

King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 
Will not confeſs he owes the malady | 
That doth my life beſiege. Farewell, young lords; 
Whether I live or die, be you the ſons 
Of worthy Frenchmen : let higher Italy 
(Thoſe *bated, that inherit but the fall 
Of the laſt monarchy,) ſee, that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it ; when 
The braveſt queſtant ſhrinks, find what you ſeek, 
That fame may cry you loud: I ſay, farewell. 

2 Lord. Health, at your bidding, ſerve your majeſty ! 

King. Thoſe girls of Italy, take heed of them; 
They ſay, our French lack language to deny, 

If they demand: beware of being captives, 
Before you ſerve. | 


* 


Both, 


Ad 11. ALL's WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Both, Our hearts receive your warnings. 

King. Farewell.—Come hither to me. 

[The King retires to a couch, 

1 Lord. O my ſweet lord, that you will ſtay behind us! 

Par. Tis not his fault; the ſpark—— 

2 Lord. O, tis brave wars! 

Par. Moſt admirable : I have ſeen thoſe wars. 

Ber. Tam commanded here, and kept a coil with; 

Too young, and the next year, and *tis too early. 

Par. An thy mind ſtand to it, boy, ſteal away bravely, 

Ber. I ſhall ſtay here the forehorſe to a ſmock, 
Creaking my ſhoes on the plain maſonry, 

Till honour be bought up, and no ſword worn, 
But one to dance with! By heaven, I'll ſteal away. 

1 Lord. There's honour in the theft. 

Par. | Commit it, count. 

2 Lord. T am your acceſſary; ; and ſo farewell, 

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortured body. 

1 Lord. Farewell, captain. 

2 Lord. Sweet monſieur Parolles ! 

Par. Noble heroes, my ſword and yours are kin. Good 
ſparks and luſtrous, a word, good metals :—You ſhall 
find in the regiment of the Spinii, one captain Spurio, 
with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on his ſiniſter 
cheek; it was this very ſword entrench'd it: ſay to him, 
I live; and obſerve his reports for me. 

2 Lord. We ſhall, noble captain. 


Par. Mars dote on you for his 1 novices ! ! [Exeunt Lords. | 


What will you do? 

| Ber. Stay ; the king Tein him riſe, 
Par. Uſe a more ſpacious ceremony to the noble lords 

you have reftrain'd yourſelf within the liſt of too cold an 

adieu: be more expreſſive to them; for they wear them- 

| ſelves in the cap of the time, there do muſter true gait, 
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eat, ſpeak, and move under the influence of the moſt re- 
ceived ſtar ; and though the devil lead the meaſure, ſuch 
are to be follow'd : after them, and take a more dilated 
farewell, | 
Ber. And I will do fo, 
Par. Worthy fellows ; and like to prove moſt ſinewy 
ſword-men. [Exeunt BERTRAM and PAROLLES. 


Enter LAFEU. 


Laf. Pardon, my lord, [ Kneeling.) for me and for my 
tidings. | 

King. I'll fee thee to ſtand up. 

Laf. Then here's a man 
Stands, that has brought his pardon, I would, you 
Had kneel'd, my lord, to aſk me mercy ; and 
That, at my bidding, you could fo ſtand up. 

King. I would I had; fo I had broke thy pate, 
And aik'd thee mercy for t. 

Laf. Goodfaith, acroſs : 

But, my good lord, *tis thus; Will you be cur'd 
Of your infirmity ? 

King. No. 

Laf. ä O, will you eat 
No grapes, my royal fox? yes, but you will, 

My noble grapes, an if my royal fox 

Could reach them: I have ſeen a medicine, 

That's able to breathe life into a ſtone; 

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary, 
With ſpritely fire and motion; whoſe ſimple touch 
Is powerful to araiſe king Pepin, nay, 

Jo give great Charlemain a pen in his hand, 

And write to her a love- line. | 

King. What her is this ? 


Loaf. 


222. ENTS 
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Laf. Why, doctor ſhe: My lord, there's one arriv'd, 
If you will ſee her, - now, by my faith and honour, 
If ſeriouſly I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have ſpoke. 

With one, that, in her ſex, her years, profeſſion, 
Wiſdom, and conſtancy, hath amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blame my weakneſs: Will you ſee her, 
(For that is her demand,) and know her buſineſs ? 
That done, laugh well at me. 

King. | Now, good Lafeu, 
Bring in the admiration ; that we with thee 
May ſpend our wonder too, or take off thine, 

By wond'ring how thou took'ſt it. | 

Laf. Nay, I'll fit you, 


And not be all day neither. [Exit LaFEv, 


King. Thus he his ſpecial nothing ever prologues, 


Re-enter LAFEU, with HELENA. 


Laf. Nay, come your ways. | 
King. This haſte hath wings indeed, 
Laf. Nay, come your ways; 

This is his majeſty, ſay your mind to him: 

A traitor you do look like ; but ſuch traitors 

His majeſty ſeldom fears: I am Creſſid's uncle, 

That dare leave two together ; fare you well. [Exif. 
King. Now, fair one, does your buſineſs follow us ? 
Hel. Ay, my good lord. Gerard de Narbon was 

My father; in what he did profeſs, well found. 

King. I knew him. | | 
Hel. The rather will I ſpare my praiſes towards him; 
Knowing him, is enough. On his bed of death 


Many receipts he gave me; chiefly one, 


Which, as the deareſt iſſue of his practice, | 
8 L. And 
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And of his old experience the only darling, 
He bad me ſtore up, as a triple eye, 
Safer than mine own two, more dear; I have ſo; 
And, hearing your high majeſty is touch'd 
With that malignant cauſe wherein the honour 
Of my dear father's gift ſtands chief in power, 
I come to tender it, and my appliance, 
With all bound humbleneſs. 
King. | We thank you, maiden ; 
But may not be ſo credulous of cure,— 
When our moſt learned doctors leave us; and 
The congregated college have concluded 
That labouring art can never ranſom nature 
From her inaidable eſtate,— I ſay we muſt not 
So ſtain our judgement, or corrupt our hope, 
To proſtitute our paſt-cure malady 
To empiricks ; or to diſſever ſo 
Our great ſelf and our credit, to eſteem 
A ſenſeleſs help, when help paſt ſenſe we deem. 
Hel. My duty then ſhall pay me for my pains : 
Iwill no more enforce mine office on you; 
Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts 
A modeſt one, to bear me back again. | 
King. I cannot give thee leſs, to be call'd grateful : 
Thou thought'ſ to help me, and ſuch thanks I give, 
As one near death to thoſe that wiſh him live : 
But, what at full I know, thou know'ſt no part; 
I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 
Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 
Since you ſet up your reſt *gainſt remedy ; 
He that of greateſt works 1s finiſher, 
Oft does them by the weakeſt miniſter : 
So holy writ in babes hath judgement ſhown, 
When judges have been babes. Great floods have flown 


7 | From 
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From ſimple ſources ; and great ſeas have dried, 
When miracles have by the greateſt been denied, 
Oft expectation fails, and moſt oft there 
Where moſt it promiſes; and oft it hits, 
Where hope 1s coldeſt, and deſpair moſt ſits, 
King. J muſt not hear thee; fare thee well, kind maid; 
Thy pains, not us'd, muſt by thyſelf be paid: 
Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward, 
Hel. Inſpired merit ſo by breath is barr'd : 
It is not ſo with him that all things knows, 
As *tis with ns that ſquare our gueſs by ſhows : 
But moſt it is preſumption in us, when 
The help of heaven we count the act of men. 
Dear fir, to my endeavours give conſent; 
Of heaven, not me, make an experiment. 
I am not an impoſtor, that proclaim 
Myſelf againſt the level of mine aim; 
But know I think, and think I know moſt ſure, 
My art is not paſt power, nor you paſt cure. 
King. Art thou ſo confident ? Within what ſpace 
Hop'ſt thou my cure ? 
Hel. The greateſt grace lending grace, 
Ere twice the horſes of the ſun ſhall bring 
Their hery torcher his diurnal ring; 
YN Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
J Moiſt Heſperus hath quench'd his ſleepy lamp; 
Or four and twenty times the pilot's glaſs 
Hath told the thieviſh minutes how they paſs ; 
What is infirm from your ſound parts ſhall fly, 
Health ſhall live free, and ſickneſs freely die. 
King. Upon thy certainty and confidence, 
What dar'ſt thou venture ? 
Hel. Tax of impudence,— 
A ſtrumpet's boldneſs, a * ſhame,— 


Traduc'd 
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Traduc'd by odious ballads; my maiden's name 
gear'd otherwiſe; no worſe of worſt extended, 
With vileſt torture let my life be ended. 


King. Methinks, in thee ſome bleſſed ſpirit doth ſpeak ; 


His powerful ſound, within an organ weak: 
And what impoſlibility would flay 
In common ſenſe, ſenſe ſaves another way. 
Thy life is dear ; for all, that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eſtimate ; 
Youth, beauty, wiſdom, courage, virtue, all 
That happineſs and prime can happy call: 
Thou this to hazard, needs muſt intimate 
Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate. 
Sweet practiſer, thy phyſick I will try; 
'That miniſters thine own death, if I die. 
Hel, If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I ſpoke, unpitied let me die; 
And well deſerv'd : Not helping, death's my fee ; 
But, if I help, what do you promiſe me? 
King. Make thy demand, 


Hel. | But will you make it even ? | 


King. Ay, by my ſceptre, and my hopes of heaven, 
Hel. Then ſhalt thou give me, with thy kingly hand, 
What huſband in thy power I will command : 
Exempted be from me the arrqgance 
To chooſe from forth the royal blood of France ; 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy ſtate : 
But ſuch a one, thy vaſſal, whom I know 
Is free for me to aſk, thee to beſtow. 
King, Here is my hand; the premiſes obſerv'd, 
Thy will by my performance ſhall be ſery'd : 
So make the choice of thy own time ; for I, 
Thy reſolv'd patient, on thee fill rely. 


More 
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More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more I muſt ; 

Though, more to know, could not be more to truſt z 
From whence thou cam'ſt, how tended on,—But reſt 
Unqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubted bleſt.— 

Give me ſome help here, ho !—If thou proceed 

As high as word, my deed {ſhall match thy deed, 

[F Tour iſb. | Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
Rouſillon, A Room in the Counteſs's Palace, 


Enter Counteſs and Clown. 


Count. Come on, fir; I ſhall now put you to the __ 
of your breed ing. 

Clo. I will ſhow myſelf highly fed, and lowly gn 1 
know my buſineſs 1s but to the court. 

Count. To the court! why, what place make you ſpe- 
cial, when you put off that with fuch contempt ? But to 
the court ! 

Clo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man any man- 
ners, he may eaſily put it off at court: he that cannot 
make a leg, put off's cap, kiſs his hand, and fay nothing, 
has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap; and, indeed, ſuch à 
fellow, to ſay preciſely, were not for the court: but, for 
me, I have an anſwer will ſerve all men. 

Count, Marry, that's a bountiful anſwer, that fits all 
queſtions. 

Ch. It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks ; 
the pin-buttock, the TR buttock, the brawn-buttock, 
or any buttock. 

Count, Will your anſwer ſerve fit to all queſtions ? 

Ch, As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attorney, 

| as 
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as your French crown for your taffata punk, as Tib's ruſh 
tor Tom's fore- finger, as a pancake for Shrove-tueſday, a 
morris for Mayday, as the nail to his hole, the cuckold to 


his horn, as a ſcolding quean to a wrangling knave, as 


the nun's lip to the friar s mouth; nay, as the pudding 
to his ſkin. 

Count. Have you, I ſay, an anſwer of ſuch fitneſs for all 
queſtions ? 

Clo. From below your duke, to beneath your conſtable, 
it will fit any queſtion. 

Count, It muſt be an anſwer of moſt monſtrous ſize, 
that muſt fit all demands. 

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the learned 
ſhould ſpeak truth of it: here it is, and all that belongs 
to't: Aſk me, if I am a courtier; it ſhall do you no harm 
to learn. 


Count. To be young again, if we could: — will be a 


fool in queſtion, hoping to be the wiſer by your anſwer, 
I pray you, fir, are you a courtier ? 

Clo. O Lord, fir, —— There's a _—_ putting Off ;— 
more, more, a hundred of them. 

Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that loves you. 

Clo. O Lord, fir,—Thick, thick, ſpare not me. 

Count, I think, fir, you can eat none of this homely 
meat. 

Clo. O Lord, fir,—Nay, put me to't, I warrant you. 

Count. You were lately whipp'd, fir, I think, 

Clo. O Lord, fir,—Spare not me. 

Count. Do you cry, O Lord, fir, at your whipping, and 
ſpare not me? Indeed, your O Lord, fir, is very ſequent to 
your whipping ; you would anſwer very well to a whip- 
ping, if you were but bound to't. 

Clo. I ne'er had worſe luck in my life, in 1 Lord, 
fir: I ſee, things may ſerve long, but not ſerve ever. 
Count, 
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Count. I play the noble houſewife with the time, to en- 
tertain it ſo merrily with a fool. 
Clo. O Lord, fir, —Why, there't ſerves well again. 
Count. An end, fir, to your buſineſs : Give Helen this, 
And urge her to a preſent anſwer back : 
Commend me to my kinſmen, and my ſon ; 
This is not much. | 
Co. Not much commendation to them. 
Count, Not much employment for you: You underſtand 
me ? 
CI. Moſt fruitfully; I am there before my legs. 
Count, Haſte you again. [ Exeunt ſewerally. 


SCENE III. 


Paris, A Room in the King's Palace, 


Enter BERTRAM, LAFEU, and PAROLLES. 


Laf. They ſay, miracles are paſt ; and we have our phi- 
loſophical perſons, to make modern and familiar things, 
ſupernatural and cauſeleſs. Hence is it, that we make 
trifles of terrors ; enſconcing ourſelves into ſeeming know- 
ledge, when we ſhould ſubmit ourſelves to an unknown 
fear. | 
Par. Why, tis the rareſt argument of wonder, that 
hath ſhot out in our latter times. 

Ber. And ſo tis. 

Laf. To be relinquiſh'd of the artiſts, 

Par. So I ſay; both of Galen and Paracelſus. 

 Laf. Of all the learned and authentick fellows,— 

Par. Right, fo I ſay. 

Laf. That gave him out incurable,— 

Par. Why, there 'tis ; ſo ſay I too. 


Laf, 
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Loaf. Not to be help'd,— 

Par. Right; as *twere, a man aſſur'd of an— 

Laf. Uncertain life, and ſure death. 

Par. Juſt, you ſay well; ſo would I have faid. 

Laf. I may truly fay, it is a novelty to the world. 

Par. It is, indeed : if you will have it in ſhowing, you 
ſhall read it in.— What do you call there? 

Laf. A ſhowing of a heavenly effect in an earthly ator. 

Par. That's it I would have ſaid; the very ſame. 

Laf. Why, your dolphin! is not lutier fore me I ore 
in reſpect —— 

Par. Nay, 'tis ſtrange, tis very ſtrange, that is the brief 
and the tedious of it; and he is of a moſt facinorous ſpirit, 
that will not acknowledge it to be the 

Laf. Very hand of heaven. 

Par. Ay, ſo I ſay. 

Laf. In a moſt weak—— 

Par. And debile miniſter, great power, great tranſcend- 
ence: which ſhould, indeed, give us a further uſe to be 
made, than alone the recovery of the king, as to be—— 

Laf. REO thankful. 


Enter King, HELENA, and Attendants, 


Par. I would have ſaid it; you ſay well: Here comes 
the king. 
Laf. Luſtick, as the Dutchman ſays: I'll like i a maid 
the better, whilſt J have a tooth in my head: Why, he's 
able to lead her a coranto, / 
Par. Mort du Vinaigre! Ts not this Helen ? 
Laf. *Fore God, I think ſo. 
King. Go, call before me all the lords in court.— 
| [Exit an Attendant. 
Sit, "ay preſerver, by thy patient's ſide; 
And 
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And with this healthful hand, whoſe baniſh'd ſenſe 
Thou haſt repeal'd, a ſecond time receive 

The confirmation of my promis'd gift, 

Which but attends thy naming. 


Enter ſeveral Lords. 


Fair maid, ſend forth thine eye: this youthful parcel 
Of noble bachelors ſtand at my beſtowing, 
O'er whom both ſovereign power and father's voice 
I have to uſe: thy frank election make; 
Thou haft power to chooſe, and they none to forſake. 
Hel. To each of you one fair and virtuous miſtreſs 
Fall, when love pleaſe !—marry, to each, but one! 
Laf. T'd give bay Curtal, and his furniture, 
My mouth no more were broken than theſe boys”, 
And writ as little beard. 
King. Peruſe them well : 
Not one of thoſe, but had a noble father. 
Hel. Gentlemen, | | 
Heaven hath, through me, reſtor'd the king to health. 
All. We underſtand it, and thank heaven for you. 
Hel. J am a fimple maid ; and therein wealthieſt, 
That, I proteſt, I ſimply am a maid : 
Pleaſe it your majeſty, I have done already ; 
The bluſhes in my cheeks thus whiſper me, 


Me bluſh, that thou ſhould'ſt chooſe ; but, be refus'd, 


Let the white death fit on thy cheek for ever ; 


We'll ne er come there again. 


King, | Make choice; and, ſee, 
Who ſhuns thy love, ſhuns all his love in me, 
Hel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly; 
And to imperial Love, that god moſt high, 
Do my fighs ſtream, —Sir, will you hear my ſuit? 
| 1 Lord. 
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1 Lord. And grant it. 
Hel. | Thanks, fir; all the reſt is mute. 
Laf. J had rather be in this choice, than throw ames- 
ace for my life. 
Hel. The honour, fir, that flames in your fair eyes, 
Before I ſpeak, too threatningly replies : 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble love! 
2 Lord. No better, if you pleaſe. 
Hel. My wiſh receive, 
Which great love grant! and ſo I take my leave, 


Laf. Do all they deny her? An they were ſons of mine, 


I'd have them whipp'd; or I would ſend them to the 
Turk, to make eunuchs of. 
Hel. Be not afraid [To @ Lord.] that I your hand 
- ſhould take; | 
I'll never do you wrong for your own fake : 
Bleſſing upon your vows! and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed ! 

Laf. Theſe boys are boys of ice, they'll none have her: 
ſure, they are baſtards to the Engliſh ; the French ne'er 
got them. 

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good , 
To make yourſelf a ſon out of my blood. 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not ſo. 


Laf. There's one grape yet,—I am ſure, thy father | 


drank wine,—But if thou be'ſt not an aſs, I am a youth 
of fourteen ; I have known thee already. 


Hel. I dare not ſay, I take you; [To BERTRAM] | but 


I give 
Me, and my ſervice, ever whilſt I live, 
Into your guiding power.—This is the man, 
King. Why then, * Bertram, take her, ſhe's thy wife. 
Ber. 
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Ber. My wife, my liege? I ſhall beſeech your highneſs, 
In ſuch a buſineſs give me leave to uſe 
The help of mine own eyes. 


King. Know'ſt thou not, Bertram, 
What ſhe has done for me? | 
Ber. | Yes, my good lord 


But never hope to know why I ſhould marry her. 

King. Thou know'ſ, ſhe has rais'd me from my fickly bed, 
Ber. But, follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
Muſt anſwer for your raiſing ? I know her well ; 

She had her breeding at my father's charge : 
A poor phyſician's daughter my wife !—Diſdain 
Rather corrupt me ever ! | 

King. I is only title thou diſdain'ſt in her, the which 

I can build up. Strange is it, that our bloods, 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together, 
Would quite confound diſtinction, yet ſtand off 
In differences ſo mighty: If ſhe be 
All that is virtuous, (fave what thou diſlik'ſt, 
A poor phyſician's daughter,) thou diflik'ſt 
Of virtue for the name: but do not ſo: 
From loweſt place when virtuous things proceed, 
The place is dignified by the doer's deed : 
Where great additions ſwell, and virtue none, 
It is a dropſied honour: good alone | 
Is good, without a name; vileneſs is ſo: 
The property by what it is ſhould go, 
Not. by the title. She is young, wiſe, fair; 
In theſe to nature ſhe's immediate heir; 
And theſe breed honour : that is honour's ſcorn, 
Which challenges itſelf as honour's born, 
And is not like the fire: Honours beſt thrive, 
When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our fore-goers : the mere word's a ſlave, 
| e Debauch' d 
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Debauch'd on every tomb; on every grave, 
A lying trophy; and as oft is dumb, 
Where duſt, and damn'd oblivion, is the tomb 
Of honour'd bones indeed. What ſhould be aid ? 
If thou canſt like this creature as a maid, 
I can create the reſt : virtue, and ſhe, 
Is her own dower; honour, and wealth, from me. 
Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ſtrive to do't. 
King. Thou wrong'ſt thyſelf, if thou ſhould'ſt ſtrive ts 
chooſe. 
Hel. That you are well reſtor'd, my lord, I am glad 
Let the reſt go. 
King. My honour's at the ſtake; which to defeat, 
I muſt produce my power : Here, take her hand, 
Proud ſcornful boy, unworthy this good gift ; 
That doſt in vile miſpriſion ſhackle up 
My love, and her deſert; that canſt not dream, 
We, poizing us in her defective ſcale, 
Shall weigh thee to the beam; that wilt not know, 
It is in us to plant thine honour, where 
We pleaſe to have it grow: Check thy contempt : 
Obey our will, which travails in thy good: 
Believe not thy diſdain, but preſently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right, 
Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims; 
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever, 
Into the ſtaggers, and the careleſs lapſe 
Of youth and ignorance ; both my revenge and hate, 
Looſing upon thee in the name of juſtice, 
Without all terms of pity: Speak; thine anſwer, 
Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord; for I ſubmit 
My fancy to your eyes : When I conſider, 
What great creation, and what dole of honour, 
Flies where you bid it, I find, that ſhe, which late 
Was 


AZ tt, Ait's WELL THAT ENDS WELL, 33 


Was in my nobler thoughts moſt baſe, is now 
The praiſed of the king; who, ſo ennobled, 
Is, as 'twere, born fo. | 
King. Take her by the hand, 
And tell her, ſhe is thine : to whom I promiſe 
A counterpoize ; if not to thy eſtate, 
A. balance more replete. 
Ber. I take her hand. 
King. Good fortune, and the favour of the king, 
Smile upon this contract; whoſe ceremony 
Shall ſeem expedient on the now- born brief, 
And be perform'd to- night: the ſolemn feaſt 
Shall more attend upon the coming ſpace, 
Expecting abſent friends. As thou lov'ſt her, 
Thy love's to me religious; elſe, does err. 
[ Exeum King, BERTRAu, HELENA, Lords, and 
Attendants, 
Laf. Do you hear, monſieur? a word with you. 
Par. Your pleaſure, fir ? 
Laf. Your lord and maſter did well to make his recant- 
ation. 
Par. Recantation ?—My lord? my maſter ? 
Laf. Ay; Is it not a language, I ſpeak ? 
Par. A moſt harſh one; and not to be underſtood with- 
dut bloody ſucceeding. My maſter ? 
Laf. Are you companion to the count Roufillon ? 
Par. To any count; to all counts ; to what is man. 
Laf. To what is count's man; counts maſter 1 is of ano- 
ther ſtyle. 

Par. Vou are too old, ſir; let it you, you are 
too old, | 75 
Laf. I muft tell thee, firrah, I write man; to which 

title age cannot bring thee, 
Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do, 
D 2 Lat. 
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Lof. Idid think thee, for two ordinaries, to be a pretty 
wiſe fellow; thou didſt make tolerable vent of thy travel 
it might paſs: yet the ſcarfs, and the bannerets, about 
thee, did inanifoldly diſſuade me from believing thee a 
veſſel of too great a burden. I have now found thee ; 
when I loſe thee again, I care not: yet art thou good for 
nothing but taking up; and that thou art ſcarce worth. 

Par, Hadſt thou not the privilege of antiquity upon 
thee, —— 

Laf. Do not plunge thyſelf too far in anger, leſt thou 
haſten thy trial; wbich if—Lord have mercy on thee for a 
hen! So, my 1 window of lattice, fare thee well; thy 
caſement I need not open, for I look rough thee. Give 
me thy hand, 

Par. My lord, you give me moſt egregious indignity. 

Laf. Ay, with all my heart; and thou art worthy of it, 

Par. I have not, my lord, deſerv'd it. | 

Laf. Yes, good faith, every dram of it; and I will not 
bate thee a ſcruple. 

Par. Well, I ſhall be wiſer, 

Laf. E'en as ſoon as thou canſt, for thou haſt to pull at 
a ſmack o'the contrary. If ever thou be'ſ bound in thy 
ſcarf, and beaten, thou ſhalt find what it 1s to be proud of 
thy bondage. I have a deſire to hold my acquaintance 
with thee, or rather my knowledge; that I may fay, in 
the default, he is a man I know. i 

Par. My lord, you do me moſt inſupportable vexation, 
Laf. I would it were hell-pains for thy ſake, and my 
poor doing eternal : for doing I am paſt; as I will by 
thee, in what motion age will give me leave. [ Exit, 

Par. Well, thou halt a fon ſhall take this diſgrace off 
me; ſcurvy, old, filthy, ſcurvy lord !—Well, I muſt be 
patient; there is no tettering of authority, I'll beat him, 


by 
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by my life, if I can meet him with any convenience, an 
he were double and double a lord. I'll have no more 
pity of his age, than I would have of—LT'll beat him, an 
if I could but meet him again. 


Re-enter LAFEU. 


Laf. Sirrah, your lord and maſter's married, there's 
news for you; you have a new miſtreſs. 

Par. I moſt unfeignedly beſeech your lordiip to make 
ſome reſervation of your wrongs : He is my good lord ; 
whom I ſerve above, is my malter. 
| Laf. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, fr. 

Laf. The devil it is, that's thy maſter. Why doft thou 
garter up thy arms o' this faſhion ? doit make hoſe of thy 
ſleeves? do other ſervants ſo? Thou wert beft ſet thy 
lower part where thy noſe ſtands, By mine honour, if I 
were but two hours younger, I'd beat thee: methinks 
thou art a general offence, and every man ſhould beat 
thee. I think, thou waſt created for men to breathe 
themſelves upon thee. 

Par. This is aard and undeſerved meaſure, my lord, 

Laf. Go to, fir; you were beaten in Italy for picking 2 
kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are a vagabond, and no 


true traveller: you are more ſaucy with lords, and ho- 


nourable perſonages, than the heraldry of your birth and 
virtue gives you commiſſion. You are not worth another 
word, eiſe I'd call you knave. I leave ou. [Exit. 


Enter BERTRAM. 


Par. Good, very good; it is ſo then. — Good, very 
good ; let it be conceal” d a while, 
e Ber. 
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Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever! 
Par. What is the matter, ſweet heart? 


Ber. Although before the ſolemn prieſt I have ſworn, 
I will not bed her. 


Par. What ? what, ſweet heart ? 

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me :— 
I'll to the Tuſcan wars, and never bed her. 

Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits 
The tread of a man's foot : to the wars! 


Ber. There's letters from my mother; what the import is, 
I know not yet. 


Par. Ay, that would be known: To the wars, my boy, 
to the wars! 


He wears his honour in a box unſeen, 
That bugs his kickſy-wickſy here at home; 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 
Which ſhould ſuſtain the bound and high curvet 
Ot Mars's fiery ſteed: To other regions! 
France is a ſtable ; we that dwell in't, jades ; 
Therefore, to the war! | 
Ber. It ſhall be ſo; I'll ſend her to my houſe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled; write to the king 
That which I durſt not ſpeak : His preſent gift 
Shall furniſh me to thoſe Italian fields, 
Where noble fellows ſtrike : War is no ſtrife 
To the dark houſe, and the deteſted wife. 
Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art ſure ? 
Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and adviſe me, _ 
T'll ſend her ſtraight away: To-morrow 
I'll to the wars, ſhe to her ſingle ſorrow, 
Par. Why, theſe balls bound; there's noiſe in 1 
e hard ; 


A young man, — is a man that's marr'd : 


$ Therefore 
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Therefore away, and leave her bravely; go: 
The King has done you "ug ; but, huſh! tis ſo, 
| [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


The ſame. Another Room in the ſame, 


Enter HELENA and Clown. 


Hel. My mother greets me kindly : Is ſhe well? 

Clo. She is not well; but yet ſhe has her health: ſhe', 
very merry; but yet the is not well: but thanks be givens 
ſhe's very well, and wants nothing 1'the world; but yet 
ſhe is not well. 


Hel. If ſhe be very well, what does ſhe ail, that ſhe's 
not very well ? 
Clo. Truly, ſhe's very well, indeed, but for two things. 
Hel. What two things ? | 
Clo. One, that ſhe's not in heaven, whither God ſend 
her quickly! the other, that ſhe's in earth, from whence 
God ſend her quickly! 


Enter PAROLLES, 


Par, Bleſs you, my fortunate lady! 

Hel. 1 hope, fir, I have your good will to have mine 
own good fortunes, 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on; and to keep 
them on, have them ſtill.— O, my knave How does wy 
old lady? 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her money, 1 
would ſhe did as you ſay. | 

Par, Why, I ſay nothing. 


8 4-:- Clo, 
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Clo. Marry, you are the wiſer man; for many a man's 
tongue ſhakes out his maſter's undoing : To ſay nothing, 
to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing, 1s 
to be a great part of your title; which is within a very 
little of nothing. 

Par. Away, thou'rt a knave. 

Clo. You ſhould have ſaid, fir, before a knave thou art 
a knave; that is, before me thou art a knave: this had 
been truth, fir. | 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found thee. 

Clo. Did you find me in yourſelf, ſir? or were you 
taught to find me? The ſearch, fir, was profitable ; and 
much fool may you find in you, even to the world's plea- 
ſure, and the increaſe of laughter. 

Par. A good knave, i'faith, and well fed. — 

Madam, my lord will go away to-night ; | 

A very ſerious buſineſs calls on him. 

The great prerogative and rite of love, 

Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknowledge ; 
But puts it off by a compell'd reſtraint ; 

Whoſe want, and whoſe delay, is ſtrew'd with ſweets, 
Which they diſtill now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o'erflow with joy, 

And pleaſure drown the brim. 

Hel. What's his will elſe ? 

Par. That you will take your inſtant leave o'the king, 
And make this haſte as your own good proceeding, 
Strengthen'd with what apology you think 
May make it probable need. Fa 

Hel. What more commands he > 

Par. That, having this obtain'd, you preſently 
Attend his further pleaſure. 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 


Par. 
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Par, I ſhall report it ſo. 
Hel, I pray you, — Come, fi ſirrah. 
: [ Excunt, 


SCENE V, 


Another Room in the ſame, 


Enter LAFEU and BERTRAM, 


| Lof. But, I hope, your lordſhip thinks not him a 
ſoldier, 
Ber. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Ber. And by other warranted teſtimony. 

Laf. Then my dial goes not true; I took this lark for 
a bunting. 

Ber. I do aſſure you, my lord, he is very great in know- 
ledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf. I have then ſinned againſt his experience, and 
tranſgreſs'd againſt his valour; and my ftate that way is 
dangerous, fince I cannot yet 820 in my heart to repent. 
Here he comes; I pray you, make us friends, I will 
purſue the amity. 


Enter PAROLLES, 


Par. Theſe things ſhall be done, fir. [To BERTRAu. 

Laf. Pray you, fir, who's his tailor? 1 

Par. Sir? | 

Laf. O, I know him well : Ay, Gr; he, fir, is a good 
workman, a very good tailor. 
Ber. Is ſhe gone to the king? [A/ide to PAROLLES. 

Par. She is, | 

: Ber, 
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Ber. Will ſhe away to-night ? 

Par. As you'll have her. . 

Ber. J have writ my letters, caſketed my treaſure, 
Given order for our horſes ; and to-night, 

When I ſhould take poſſeſſion of the bride, — 
And, ere I do begin, 

Laf. A good traveller is ſomething at the latter end of 
a dinner ; but one that lies three thirds, and uſes a known 
truth to paſs a thouſand nothings with, ſhould be once 
heard, and thrice beaten.—God ſave you, captain. 

Ber. Is there any unkindneſs between my lord and you, 
monſieur? 

Par. I know not how I have deſerv'd to run into my 
lord's diſpleaſure. 

Taf. You have made ſhift to run into't, boots and ſpurs 
and all, like him that leap'd into the cuſtard ; and out of 
it you'll run again, rather than ſuffer queſtion for your 
relidence. 

Ber. It may be, you have miſtaken him, my lord. 

| Laf. And ſhall do ſo ever, though I took him at his 
prayers. Fare you well, my lord : and believe this of me, 
There can be no kernel in this light nut; the ſoul of this 
man is his clothes: truſt him not in matter of heavy con- 
ſequence ; I have kept of them tame, and know their na- 
tures.— Farewell, monſieur: I have ſpoken better of you, 
than you have or will deſerve at my hand; but we muſt 
do good againſt evil. Exit. 

Par. An idle lord, I ſwear, 

Ber. I think ſo. 

Par. Why, do you not know him? 

Ber. Ves, I do know him well; and common ſpeech 
Gives him a worthy paſs. Here comes my clog. 


Enter 
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Enter HELENA. 


* 


Hel. T have, fir, as I was commanded from you, 
Spoke with the king, and have procur'd his leave 
For preſent parting ; only, he deſires 
Some private ſpeech with you, 

Ber. I ſhall obey his will, 
You muſt not marvel, Helen, at my courſe, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The miniſtration and required office 
On my particular: prepar'd I was not 
For ſuch a buſineſs ; therefore am I found 
So much unſettled : This drives me to entreat you, 
That preſently you take your way for home; 

And rather muſe, than aſk, why I entreat you 

For my reſpects are better than they ſeem ; 

And my appointments have in them a need, 

Greater than ſhows itſelf, at the firſt view, 

To you that know them not. This to my mother: 
Giving a letter. 

*T'will be two days ere I ſhall ſee you; fo 

I leave you to your wiſdom. : 

Hel. Sir, I can nothing ſay, 
But that I am your moſt obedient ſervant. 

Ber, Come, come, no more of that, 

Hel. And ever ſhall 

With true obſervance ſeek to eke out that, 

Wherein toward me my homely ſtars have fail'd 

To equal my great fortune. 
Ber. Let that go: 

My haſte is very great : Farewell ; hie home. 

Hel. Pray, fir, your pardon. 
Ber. Well, what would you lay? 
Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe; 


Nor 
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Nor dare I ſay, tis mine; and yet it is; 
But, like a timorous thief, moſt fain would fteal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

Ber. | What would you have ? 

Hel. Something; and ſcarce ſo much: — nothing, indeed. 
I would not tell you what I would; my lord faith, yes 
Strangers, and foes, do funder, and not kiſs. 

Ber. I pray you, ſtay not. but in haſte to horſe. 

Hel. I ſhall not break your bidding, good my lord. 

Ber. Where are my other men, monſieur? — Farewell. 

| | [Exit HELENA, 

Go thou toward home; where I will never come, 
Whillt I can ſhake my ſword, or hear the drum :— 
Away, and for our flight, 

Par, Bravely, coragio ! [ Exeurt. 


ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Florence. A Room in the Duke's Palace. 


Flouriſh, Enter the Duke of Florence, attended ; two French 
Lords, and Others, 


Duke. So that, from point to point, now have you heard 
The fundamental reaſon of this war ; 
Whoſe great deciſion hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirſts after, 
1 Lord, Holy ſeems the quarrel 
Upon your grace's part ; black and fearful 
On the oppoſer. 
Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our couſin France 
Would, in ſo juſt a buſineſs, ſhut his boſom 
Againſt our borrowing prayers. 
2 Lord. Good my lord, 
The reaſons of our ſtate I cannot yield, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
| That the great figure of a council frames 
F | By ſelf- unable motion: therefore dare not 
F Say what I think of it; ſince I have found 
Myſelf in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I gueſs'd. 
Duke. Be it his pleaſure, 
2 Lord. But I am ſure, the younger of our nature, 
That ſurfeit on their eaſe, will, day by day, 
Come here for phyſick. 
Duke. Welcome ſhall they be; 
And all the honours, that can fly from us, 


Shall 


E 
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Shall on them ſettle. You know your places well; 
When better fall, for your avails they fell: 
To- morrow to the field. [ Flourifh, Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
Rouſilfon. A Room in the Counteſs's Palace. 


Enter Counteſs and Clown. 


Count, It hath happened all as I would have had it; 
fave, that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a very 
melancholy man. 

Count. By what obſervance, I pray you? 

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and ſing; mend 
the ruff, and ſing; aſk queſtions, and ſing ; pick his teeth, 
and ſing: I know a man that had this trick of melan- 
choly, fold a goodly manor for a ſong. 

Count. Let me ſee what he writes, and when he means 
to come. | | [Opening à Letter. 

Clo. I have no mind to Iſbel, ſince I was at court: our 


old lings and our Iſbels o'the country are nothing like 
your old ling and your Iſbels o' the court: the brains of 


my Cupid's knock'd out; and I begin to love, as an old 
man loves money, with no ſtomach. 
Count. What have we here? 
Clo. E'en that you have there. [Extt, 
Count. [Reads.] I have ſent you a daughter-in-law : ſbe 
bath recovered the king, and undone me. I have wedded her, 
not bedded her: and ſtoorn to make the not eternal. You ſhall 
hear, I am run away tuo it, before the report come. If 
there 
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there be breadth enough in the world, I will hold a long diſ- 
tance, My duty to you. 
Your unfortunate ſon, 

BERTRAM. 

This is not well, raſh and unbridled boy, 
Jo fly the favours of ſo good a king; 

T9 pluck his indignation on thy head, 
By the miſprizing of a maid too virtuous Fr 
For the contempt of empire, | 


Re-enter Clown, 


Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within, between 
two ſoldiers and my young lady. 


Count. What is the matter? 
Clo. Nay, there is ſome comfort in the news, ſome com- 


fort; your ſon will not be kill'd ſo ſoon as I thought he 
would. 


Count. Why ſhould he be kill'd? 

Clo. So ſay I, madam, if he run away, as I hear he 
does: the danger is in ſtanding to't; that's the loſs of 
men, though it be the getting of children. Here they 
come, will tell you more: for my part, I only hear, 

your ſon was run away. [Exit Clown. 


Enter HELENA and t Gentlemen. 


1 Gen. Save you, good madam. 

Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone. 

2 Gen, Do not ſay ſo. a 

Count. Think upon patience.— Pray you, gentlemen,— 
I have felt ſo many quirks of joy, and grief, 
That the firſt face of neither, on the ſtart, 
Can woman me unto't:— Where is my ſon, I pray you? 

2 Gen, 
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2 Gen, Madam, he's gone to ſerve the duke of Florence: 
We met him thitherward ; for thence we came, 
And, after ſome deſpatch in hand at court, 
. Thither we bend again. 
Hel. Look on his letter, madam here's my paſſport: 
[Reads.] When thou canſt get the ring upon my finger, which 
never ſhall come off, and ſhow me a child begotten of thy 
body, that I am father to, then call me huſband: but i 
ſuch a then I write a never. 
This is a dreadful ſentence. 
Count, Brought you this letter, gentlemen ? 
1 Gen. Ay, madam; 
And, for the contents? ſake, are ſorry for our pains. 
Count. I pr'ythee, lady, have a better cheer ; 
If thou engroſſeſt all the griefs are thine, 
Thou robb'ſt me of a moiety : He was my ſon ; 
But I do waſh his name out of my blood, 
And thou art all my child.—Towards Florence i is he? 
2 Gen, Ay, madam. 
Count, | And to be a ſoldier ? 
2 Gen. Such is his noble purpoſe : and, believe't, 
The duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That good convenience claims. 


Count, Return you thither ? | 
1 Gen. Ay, madam, with the ſwifteſt wing of ſpeed. 


Hel. [ Reads. ] Till I have no wife, Ihawve nothing in Frances 
Tis bitter. 


Count, Find you that there ? 
Hel. Ay, madam, 7 
1 Gen. Tis but the boldneſs of his hand, haply, which 
His heart was not conſenting to, 

Count. Nothing in France, until he have no wife ! 
There's nothing here, that 1s too good for him, | 
But only ſhe; and {he deſerves a lord, 


That 
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That twenty ſuch rude boys might tend upon, 
And call her hourly, miſtreſs. Who was with him ? 
1 Gen. A ſervant only, and a gentleman - 
Which I have ſome time known. 
Count. Parolles, was't not ? 
1 Gen. Ay, my od lady, he. 
Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wickedneſs. 
My {fon corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 
1 Gen, Indeed, good lady, 
The fellow has a deal of that, too much, 
Which holds him much to have. 
Count. You are welcome, gentlemen. 
I will entreat you, when you ſee my ſon, 
To tell him, that his ſword can never win 
The honour that he loſes : more I'll entreat you 
Written to bear along. 
2 Gen. | We lerve you, madam, 
In that and all your worthieſt affairs. 
Count. Not ſo, but as we change our courteſies. 
Will you draw near? [Exeunt Counteſs and Gentlemen. 
Hel. Tl I hade no wife, I have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France, until he has no wife! 
Thou ſhalt have none, Rousillon, none in France, 
Then haſt thou all again. Poor lord! jis't I 
That chaſe thee from thy country, and expoſe 
Thoſe tender limbs of thine to the event 
Of the none-ſparing war? and is it I 
That drive thee from the ſportive court, where thou 
Waſt ſhot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of ſmoky muſkets ? O you leaden meſſengers, 
That ride upon the violent fpeed of fire, 
Fly with falſe aim; move the ſtill- piecing air, 
That ſings with piercing, do not touch my lord! 
E Whoever 
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Whoever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there; 

| Whoever charges on his forward breaſt, 

I am the caitiff, that do hold him to it ; 

And, though I kill him not, I am the cauſe 

His death was ſo effected: better 'twere, 

J met the ravin lion when he roar'd 

With ſharp conſtraint of hunger; better *twere 

'That all the miſeries, which nature owes, 

Were mine at once: No, come thou home, Rousillon, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a ſcar, 

As oft it loſes all; I will be gone: 

My being here it is, that holds thee hence: 

Shall I ſtay here to do't? no, no, although 

The air of paradiſe did fan the houſe, 

And angels offic'd all: I will be gone 

'That pitiful rumour may report my flight, 

To conſolate thine ear. Come, night; end, day! 
For, with the dark, poor thief, I'll ſteal away, [ Ext, 


SCENE III. 


Florence. Before the Duke's Palace. 


Flouriſh, Enter the Duke of Florence, BERTRAM, Lords, 
Officers, Soldiers, and Others. 


Duke. The general of our horſe thou art ; and we, 
Great in our hope, lay our beft love and credence, 
Upon thy promiſing fortune. 
Ber. | Sir, it is 
A charge too heavy for my ſtrength ; but yet 
We'll ſtrive to bear it for your worthy ſake, 
To the extreme edge of hazard. 
' Duke, Then go thou forth; 
And 
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And fortune play upon thy proſperous helm, 
As thy auſpicious miſtreſs ! 
Ber. This very day, 
Great Mars, I put myſelf into thy file : 
Make me but like my thoughts ; and I ſhall prove 
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Rouſillon. A Room in the Counteſs's Palace. 


Enter Counteſs and Steward. 


Count. Alas! and would you take the letter of her? | — 

Might you not know, ſhe would do as ſhe has done, 

By ſending me a letter? Read it again. _ 
Stew. I am Saint Jaques pilgrim, thither gone; "ll 
Ambitious lowe hath ſo in me offended, me 

That bare-foot plod I the cold ground upon, 

With ſainted vow my faults to have amended. 

Write, write, that, from the bloody courſe of war, 
My deareſt maſter, your dear ſon may bie; 

Bleſs bim at home in peace, whilſt I from far, 
His name with zealous fervour ſanctiſy: 

His taken labours bid him me forgive; . 

J, his deſpiteful Funo, ſent him forth 

From courtly friends, with camping foes to lime, 
Where death and danger dog the heels of worth : 

He is too good and fair for death and me ; 

Whom I myſelf embrace, to ſet him free. 

Count. Ah, what ſharp ſtings are in her mildeſt words 

Rinaldo, you did never lack advice ſo much, 

As letting her paſs ſo ; had I ſpoke with her, 

| E 2 I could 


"IS ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. Act 111, 


1 could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus ſhe hath prevented, 

Steww, Pardon me, madam : 
Tf I had given you this at over-night, 
She might have been o'erta'en ; and yet ſhe writes, 
Purſuit would be but vain. & Sie 

Count, What angel ſhall 
Bleſs this unworthy huſband ? he cannot thrive, 
Unleſs her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear, 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greateſt juſtice. —Write, write, Rinaldo, 
To this unworthy huſband of his wife; 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does weigh too light : my greateſt grief, 
Though little he do feel it, ſet down ſharply. 
Deſpatch the moſt convenient meſſenger ;— 
When, baply, he ſhall hear that ſhe is gone, 
He will return; and hope I may, that ſhe, . 
Hearing ſo much, will ſpeed her foot again, 
Led hither by pure love : which of them both 
Is deareit tv me, I have no ikill in ſenſe 
To make diſtinction: Provide this meſſenger ;— 
My heart 1s heavy, and mine age 1s weak ; 
Grief would have tears, and ſorrow bids me ſpeak. 

[ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Without the Walls of Florence. 


A tucket afar off. Enter an oli Widow of Florence, D1ava, 
VIoLENTA, MARIANA, and other Citizens. 


Wid. Nay, come ; for if they 40 approach the city, we 
ſnall loſe all the light. 


Dia. They ſay, the French count has done moſt ho- 
nourable ſervice. 

wid. It is reported that he has taken their greateſt 
commander; and that with his own hand he ſlew the 
duke's brother. We have loſt our labour; they are gone 
a contrary way: hark! you may know by their trumpets. 


Mar. Come, let's return again, and ſuffice ourſelves 
with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this 
French earl: the honour of a maid is her name; and no 
legacy 1s ſo rich as honeſty. 

Wid. I have told my neighbour, how you have been 
ſolicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar. I know that knave : hang him! one Parolles: a 
filthy officer he is in thoſe ſuggeſtions for the young earl. — 
Beware of them, Diana; their promiſes, enticements, 
oaths, tokens, and all theſe engines of luſt, are not the 
things they go under: many a maid hath been ſeduced by 
them; and the miſery is, example, that fo terrible ſhows 
in the wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all that diſſuade 
ſucceſſion, but that they are limed with the twigs that 
threaten them. I hope, I need not to adviſe you fur— 
ther; but I hope, your own grace will keep you where 


E 3 you 
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you are, though there were no further danger n 
but the modeſty which is ſo loſt. | 
Dia. You ſhall not need to fear me. 


Enter HELENA, in the dreſs of a Pilgrim. 


Mid. IJ hope ſo. Look, here comes a pilgrim: I 
know ſhe will lie at my houſe ; thither they ſend one ano- 
ther: I'll queſtion her.— 

God fave you pilgrim! Whither are you bound ? ? 

Hel. To Saint Jaques le grand. 

Where do the palmers lodge, I do beſeech you ? 

Mid. At the Saint Francis Oe] beſide the port. 

Hel. Is this the way ? 

Wid. Ay, marry, is it, —Hark you! 

[A march afar off. 
They come this way: If you will tarry, holy pilgrim, 
But till the troops come by, 
I will conduct you where you ſhall be lodg'd ; 
The rather, for, I think, I know your hoſteſs 
As ample as myſelf. 

Hel. Is it yourſelt? 

Mid. If you ſhall pleaſe fo, pilgrim. 

Hel. I thank you, and will ſtay upon your leiſure. 

Wid, You came, I think, from France ? 

Hel. | I did ſo, 

Wid. Here you ſhall ſee a countryman of yours, 

That has done worthy ſervice. 

Hel. His name, I pray you. 

Dia. The count Rouſillon: Know you ſuch a one? 

Hel. But by the ear, that hears moſt nobly of him : 
His face I know not, 

Dia. ' Whatſoe'er he is, 

He's bravely taken here. He ſtole from France, 
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As *tis reported, for the king had married him 
Againſt his liking : Think you it is ſo? 
Hel. Ay, ſurely, mere the truth; I know his lady. 
Dia. There 1s a gentleman, that forven the count, 
Reports but coarſely of her. 


Hel. What's his name? 
Dia. Monſieur Parolles. 
Hel. O, I believe with him, 


In argument of praiſe, or to the worth 

Of the great count himſelf, ſhe is too mean 
To have her name repeated; all her deſerving 
Is a reſerved honeſty, and that 

I have not heard examin'd. 


Dia. Alas, poor lady! 
*Tis a hard bondage, to become the wife 
Of a deteſting lord. 


Mid. A right good creature: whereſoe'er ſhe is, 
Her heart weighs ſadly: this young maid might do her 
A ſhrewd turn, if ſhe pleas' d. 

Hel. How do you mean ? 
May be, the amorous count ſolicits her 
In the unlawful purpoſe, 

Wid. He does, indeed; 

And brokes with all that can in ſuch a ſuit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid: 

But ſhe is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard 
In honeſteſt defence. 


Enter with drum and colours, a party of the Florentine army, 
BERTRAM, and PAROLLES. 


Mar. The gods forbid elſe! 
Wid, So, now they come: 
E 4 That 
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That is Antonio, the duke's eldeſt ſon ; 
That, Eſcalus. 
Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? 
Dia. He; 
That with the plume: *tis a moſt gallant fellow; 
I would, he lov'd his wife: If he were honetter, 
He were much goodlier : Is' t not a handſome gentleman ? 
Hel. I like him well. 
Dia. Tis pity, he is not honeſt : Yond's that ſame knave, 
That leads him to theſe places ; were I his lady, 
I'd poiſon that vile raſcal. 


Hel. | Which is he? 
Dia. That jack-an-apes with ſcarfs: Why 1s he melan- 
choly ? 


Hel. Perchance he's hurt 1'the battle. 
Pax. Loſe our drum ! well. 
Mar. He's ſnrewdly vex'd at ſomething : Look, he has 
ſpied us. | 
Wid. Marry, hang you! 
Mar. And your courteſy, for a ring-carrier ! 
[Exeunt BERTRAM, PAROLLES, Officers, and Solters. 
Mid. The troop is paſt: Come, pilgrim, I will bring 
you 1 5 
Where you ſhall hoſt : of enjoin'd penitents 
There's four or five, to great Saint Jaques bound, 
Already at my houſe, | 
Hel. I humbly thank you : 
Pleaſe it this matron, and this gentle maid, 
To eat with us to-night, the charge, and thanking, - 
Shall be for me; and, to requite you further, 
I will beſtow ſome precepts on this virgin, 
Worthy the note. 


Both, _ We'll take your offer kindly. [[Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI. 


Camp before Florence. 


Euler SERTRAM; and the tavo French Lords. 


1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put bin to't; let him have 
his way. 

2 Lord. If your lordſhip find him not a hilding, hold 
me no more in your reſpect. 

1 Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble. 

Ber. Do you think, I am ſo far deceived in him? 

1 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct know- 
ledge, without any malice, but to ſpeak of him as my 
kinſman, he's a moſt notable coward, an infinite and end- 
leſs liar, an hourly promiſe-breaker, the owner of no one 
good quality worthy your lordſhip's entertainment. 

2 Lord. It were fit you knew him; leſt, repoſing too 


far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might at ſome 


great and truſty buſineſs, in a main danger, fail you, 

Ber. IJ would, I knew in what n action to try 
him. 

2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his drum, 
which you hear him ſo confidently undertake to do. 

1 Lord, I, with a troop of Florentines, will ſuddenly 
ſurprize him; ſuch I will have, whom, I am ſure, he 
knows not from the enemy : we will bind and hood-wink 
him ſo, that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that he is carried 
into the leaguer of the adverſaries, when we bring him to 
our tents: Be but your lordſhip preſent at his examina s- 
tion; if he do not, for the promiſe of his life, and in the 


higheſt compulſion of baſe fear, offer to betray you, and 


deliver all the intelligence in his power againſt you, and 
that 
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that with the divine forfeit of his ſoul upon oath, never 


truſt my judgement in any thing. 

2 Lord. O for the love of laughter, let him fetch his 
drum; he ſays, he has a ſtratagem for't: when your lord- 
ſthip ſees the bottom of his ſucceſs in't, and to what metal 
this counterfeit lump of ore will be melted, if you give 
him not John Drum's entertainment, your inclining cannot 
be removed, Here he comes. 


Enter PAROLLEsS. 


1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the hu- 
mour of his deſign; let him fetch off his drum in any hand. 

Ber. How now, monſieur? this drum ſticks ſorely in 
your diſpoſition. 

2 Lord. A pox on't, let it go; 'tis but a drum. 

Par. But a drum! Is't but a drum? A drum fo loſt !— 
There was an excellent command ! to charge in with our 
horſe upon our own wings, and to rend our own ſoldiers. 

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the command of 
the ſervice; it was a diſaſter of war that Cæſar himſelf 
could not have prevented, if he had been there to com- 
mand. 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our ſucceſs : 
fome diſhonour we had in the loſs of that drum ; but it is 
not to be recover'd. | 

Par. It might have been recover'd. 

Ber, It might; but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recover'd: but that the merit of feryice 
is ſeldom attributed to the true and exact performer, I 
would have that drum or another, or Hic jacet. 

Ber. Why, if you have a ſtomach to't, monſieur, if 
you think your myſtery in ſtratagem can bring this inſtru- 
ment of honour again into his native quarter, be magna- 

3 | nimous 
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nimous in the enterprize, and go on; I will grace the at- 


tempt for a worthy exploit: if you ſpeed well in it, the 


duke ſhall both ſpeak of it, and extend to you what fur- 
ther becomes his greatneſs, even to the utmoſt ſyllable of 
your worthineſs, 

Par. By the hand of a ſoldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber, But you muſt not now ſlumber in it. 

Par. T'll about it this evening: and I will nk 
pen down my dilemmas, encourage myſelf in my certain - 
ty, put myſelf into my mortal preparation, and, by nud- 
night, look to hear further from me. 


Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his grace, you are gone 


about it ? 

Par. I know not what the ſucceſs will be, my lord; 
but the attempt I vow. 

Ber, I know, thou art valiant ; and, to the poſſibility 
of thy ſoldierſhip, will ſubſcribe for thee. Farewell. 

Par. I love not many words, [ Exit, 

1 Lord. No more than a fiſh loves water.—Is not this a 
ſtrange fellow, my lord? that ſo confidently ſeems to un- 
dertake this buſineſs, which he knows is not to be done; 
damns himſelf to do, and dares better be damn'd than to 
do't. 

2 Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as we do: 
certain it is, that he will ſteal himſelf into a man's favour, 
and, for a week, eſcape a great deal of diſcoveries ; but 
when you find him out, you have him ever after. 

Ber. Why, do you think, he will make no deed at all 
of this, that ſo ſeriouſly he does addreſs himſelf unto ? 

1 Lord. None in the world; but return with an inven- 
tion, and clap upon you two or three probable lies : but 
we have almoſt emboſs'd him, you ſhall fee his fall to- 
night; for, indeed, he is not for your lordſhip's reſpect. 
2 Lord, We'll make you ſome ſport with the fox, ere 


we 
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we caſe him. He was firſt ſmoked by the old lord Lafeu : 
when his diſguiſe and he is parted, tell me what a ſprat 
you ſhall find him ; which you ſhall ſee this very night. 
1 Lord. JI muſt go look my twigs; he ſhall be caught. 
Ber. Your brother, he ſhall go along with me. 
1 Lord, As't pleaſe your lordſhip : I'Il leave you. | 
8 | [ Exit, 
Ber. Now will I lead you to the houſe, and ſhow you 
'The laſs I ſpoke of. 
2 Lord. But, you fay, ſhe's honeſt. 
Ber. That's all the fault; I ſpoke with her but once, 
And found her wondrous cold ; but I ſent to her, 
By this ſame coxcomb that we have 1'the wind, 
Tokens and letters which ſhe did re-ſend ; 
And this is all I have done: She's a fair creature: 
Will you go ſee her? 
2 Lord, | With all my heart, my lord, 
[Exennt, 


SCENE VII. 
Florence. A Room in the Widow's Houſe. 


Enter HELENA, and Widow. 


Hel. If you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhe, 
I know not how I ſhall aſſure you further, 
But I ſhall loſe the grounds I work upon. 

Wid. Though my eſtate be fallen, I was well born, 
Nothing acquainted with theſe buſineſſes ; 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any ſtaining act. 
Het: Nor would I wiſh you. . 
Firſt, give me truſt, the count he is my huſband; 

6 And, 
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And, what to your ſworn counſel I have ſpoken, | 


Is ſo, from word to word; and then you cannot, 
By the good aid that I of you ſhall borrow, 
Err in beſtowing it. 

wid. I ſhould believe you; 
For you have ſhow'd me that, which well approves 
You are great in fortune. 


Hel. | Take this purſe of gold, 


And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which I will over-pay, and pay again, 
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When I have found it. The count he wooes your daugh- 


ter, 
Lays down his wanton ſiege before her beauty, 
Reſolves to carry her ; let her, in fine, conſent, 
As we'll direct her huw *tis beſt to bear it, 
Now his important blood will naught deny 
That ſhe'll demand: A ring the county wears, 
That downward hath ſucceeded in his houſe, 
From ſon to ſon, ſome four or five deſcents 
Since the firſt father wore it: this ring he holds 
In moſt rich choice; yet, in his idle fire, 
To buy his will, it would not ſeem too Gears. 
Howe'er PNG after. 

Wid. Now I ſee 
The bottom of your purpoſe. 

Hel. You ſee it lawful then: It is no more, 
But that your daughter, ere ſhe ſeems as won, 
Deſires this ring; appoints him an encounter; 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time, 

Herſelf moſt chaſtely abſent : after this, 
To marry her, I'll add three thouſand crowns 
To what is paſt already. 

Mid. | I have yielded : 

Inſtruct my daughter how ſhe ſhall perſever, 


That 
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That time and place, with this deceit ſo lawful, 


May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With muſicks of all ſorts, and ſongs compos'd 
To her unworthineſs : it nothing ſteads us, 
To chide him from our caves ; for he perſiſts, 
As if his life lay on't. 

Hel. Why then, to-night 
Let us aſſay our plot ; which if it ſpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed, 
And lawful meaning in a lawful act ; 
Where both not ſin, and yet a ſinful fact: 
But let's about it. 


AR 111, 


# Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


— ̃ — 


Without the Florentine Camp. 


Enter firſt Lord, with five or fix Soldiers in ambuſh. 


x Lord. He can come no other way but by this hedge” 
corner: When you fally upon him, ſpeak what terrible 
language you will : though you underſtand it not your- 
ſelves, no matter : for we myſt not ſeem to underſtand 
him; unleſs ſome one among us, whom we muſt produce 
for an interpreter, 

1 Sold. Good captain, let me be the interpreter. 

I Lord. Art not acquainted with him? knows he not 
thy voice? 

x Sold. No, fir, J warrant you. 

1 Lord. But what linſy-woolſy haſt thou to ſpeak to us 
again? 
1 Sold. Even ſuch as you ſpeak to me. | 

1 Lord. He muſt think us ſome band of ſtrangers i'the 
adverſary's entertainment. Now he hath a ſmack of all 
neighbouring languages ; therefore we muſt every one be 
a man of his own fancy, not to know what we ſpeak one 
to another; ſo we ſeem to know, is to know ſtraight our 
purpoſe: chough's language, gabble enough, and good 
enough. As for you, interpreter, you muſt ſeem very 
politick, But couch, ho! here he comes; to beguile two 
hours in a ſleep, and then to return and ſwear the lies he 
forges. | 


Enter 
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Enter PAROLLES. 


Par, Ten o'clock : within theſe three hours *twill be 


time enough to go home. What ſhall I ſay I have done? 
It muſt be a very plauſive invention that carries it: They 
begin to ſmoke me; and diſgraces have of late knock'd 
too often at my door. I find, my tongue is too fool- 
hardy; but my heart hath the fear of Mars before it, and 
of his creatures, not daring the reports of my tongue, 

1 Lord. This is the firſt truth that e'er thine own tongue 
was guilty of, [ Ajide. 

Par, What the devil ſhould move me to undertake the 
recovery of this drum; being not ignorant of the impoſſi- 
bility, and knowing I had no ſuch purpoſe? I mult give 
myſelf ſome hurts, and ſay, I got them in exploit: Yet 
flight ones will not carry it : They will ſay, Came you off 
with ſo little? and great ones I dare not give. Wherefore ? 
what's the inſtance? Tongue, I muſt put you into a but- 
ter-woman's mouth, and buy another of Bajazet's mule, 
if you prattle me into theſe perils, | 

1 Lord, Is it poſſible, he ſhould know what he is, and be 
that he is? h | [ Afide. 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would ſerve 
the turn; or the breaking of my Spaniſh ſword, 


1 Lord. We cannot afford you ſo. [ A/ide. 

Par. Or the baring of my beard; and to ſay, it was in 
ſtratagem. 

x Lord. Twould not do. 5 [ A/ide. 

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and ſay, I was ſtripp'd. 

1 Lord. Hardly ſerve, [ A/ide. 


Par. Though I ſwore I leap'd from the window of the 
citadel | | | 
i Lord. How deep? [ Afide. 
Par. Thirty fathom. _ 


1 Lord, 
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1 Lord, Three great oaths would ſcarce make that be 
believed. [ Afide. 
Par. I would, I had any drum of the enemy's; 
I would ſwear, I recover'd it, | 
x Lord, You ſhall hear one anon. [ AJide. 
Par. A drum now of the enemy's ! [ Alarum within. 
1 Lord. Throca mowvouſus, cargo, cargo, cargo. 
All. Cargo, cargo, willianda par corbo, cargo. 
Par. O] ranſom, ranſom :—Do not hide mine eyes. 
[ They ſeize him and blindfold him, 
x Sold. Boſtos thromuldo boſkos. 
Par. I know you are the Muſkos' ik 
And I ſhall loſe my life for want of language : 
If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him ſpeak to me, 
I will diſcover that which ſhall undo 
The Florentine. 


1 Sold. Boſtos vauvadso: 
I underftand thee, and can ſpeak thy tongue ;—— 

Kerelybonto; ——Sir, 
Betake thee to thy faith, for ſeventeen poniards 
Are at thy boſom. 

Par. Oh! 3 5 5 

1 Sold. O, pray, pray, pray,—— 
Manta revana dulche. 

1 Lord. Oſcorbi dulc bos woli vorco. 


I Sold. The general is content to ſpare thee yet; 
And, hood-wink'd as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee: haply, thou may'ſt inform 
Something to ſave thy life. | 

Par. O, let me live, 

And all the ſecrets of our camp I'II ſhow, 
Their force, their purpoſes : nay, I'll ſpeak that 
Which you will wonder at. 


F 1 Sold, 
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1 Sold. But wilt thou faithfully ? 
Par, If I do not, damn me. 
1 Sold, Acordo linta.— 


Come on, thou art granted ſpace. 
Exit, with PAROLLES guarded, 
1 Lord. Go, tell the count Rouſillon and my brother, 

We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him muffled, 
Till we do hear from them. 

2 Sold, Captain, I will. 

1 Lord. He will betray us all unto ourſelves ;— 
Inform 'em that. 


2 Sold. So I will, fir. 
1 Lord, Till then, I'll keep him dark, and fafely lock'd. 
[ Exeunt. 
SCENE II. 


Florence. A Room in the Widow's Houſe. 


Enter BERTRAM and DIANA. 


my 


Ber. They told me, that your name was Fontibell, 
Dia. No, my good lord, Diana. 
Ber. Titled goddeſs ; 
And worth it, with addition! But, fair ſoul, 
In your fine frame hath love no quality? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument : 
When you are dead, you ſhould be ſuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ſtern; 
And now you ſhould be as your mother was, 
When your ſweet ſelf was got. 
Dia. She then was honeſt, 


Ber, 
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Ber, So ſhould you be. 

Dia. | No: 
My mother did but duty; ſuch, my lord, 

As you owe to your wife. 
Ber. No more of that! 
I pr'ythee, do not ſtrive againſt my vows : 
I was compell'd to her; but I love thee 
By love's own ſweet conſtraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of ſervice. 

Dia. Ay, ſo you ſerve us, 
Fill we ſerve you: but when you have our roſes, 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourſelves, 

And mock us with our bareneſs. 

Ber. How have I ſworn? 

Dia. Tis not the many oaths, that make the truth; 
But the plain ſingle vow, that is vow'd true. 
What is not holy, that we ſwear not by, 
But take the Higheſt to witneſs: Then, pray you, tell me, 
If I ſhould ſwear by Jove's great attributes, 
I lov'd you dearly, would you belicve my oaths, 
When I did love you ill? this has no holding, 
To ſwear by him whom I proteſt to love, 
That I will work againſt him: Therefore, your oaths 
Are words, and poor conditions; but unſeal'd; 
At leaſt, in my opinion. 

Ber. Change it, change it; 
Be not ſo holy-cruel; love is holy; 
And my integrity ne*er knew the crafts, 
That you do charge men with : Stand no more off, 
But give thyſelf unto my ſick deſires, 
Who then recover: ſay, thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, ſhall ſo perſever. 

Dia. I ſee, that men make hopes, in ſuch affairs, 


That we'll forſake ourſelves. Give me that ring. 
F 2 | Ber, 
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Ber. T'll lend it thee, my dear, but have no power 
To give it from me, 
Dia. Will you not, my lord? 
Ber. It is an honour longing to our houſe, 
Bequeathed down from many anceſtors ; 
Which were the greateſt obloquy i'the world 
In me to loſe. 
Dia. Mine honour's ſuch a ring : 
My chaſtity's the jewel of our houſe, 
Bequeathed down from many anceſtors ; 
Which were the greateſt obloquy i'the world 
In me to loſe; Thus your own proper wiſdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part, 
Againſt your vain aſſault. 
Ber. Hexe, take my ring: 
Mine houſe, mine . yea, my life be thine, 
And I'll be bid by thee. 
Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber 
window; 
T'll order take, my mother ſhall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 
When you have conquer'd my yet maiden bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor ſpeak to me: 
My reaſons are moſt ſtrong ; and you' ſhall know them, 
When back again this ring ſhall be deliver'd ; 
And on your finger, in the night, I'll put 
Another ring; that, what in time proceeds, 
May token to the future our paſt deeds. 
Adieu, till then; then, fail not: You have won 
A wife of me, though there my hope be done. 
Ber. A 3 on earth I Foe OO by . thee. 
\[Exit, 
Dia. For which live long to Nauk both heaven and Hank 
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My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 

As if ſhe ſat in his heart; ſhe ſays, all men 

Have the like oaths : he had ſworn to marry me, 
When his wife's dead; therefore I'll lie with him, 

When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are ſo braid, 
Marry that will, I'll ive and die a maid: | 

Only, in this diſguiſe, I think't no fin 

To cozen him, that would unjuſtly win. [Exit, 


SCENE III. 


The Florentine Camp. 


Enter the tabo French Lords, and two or three Soldiers. 


1 Lord. You have not given him his mother's letter? 

2 Lord. I have deliver'd it an hour ſince: there is ſome- 
thing in't that ſtings his nature; for, on the reading it, 
he changed almoſt into another man, 

1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon him, for 
ſhaking off ſo good a wife, and ſo ſweet a lady. 

2 Lord. Eſpecially he hath incurred the everlaſting diſ- 
pleaſure of the king, who had even tuned his bounty to 
ſing happineſs to him. I will tell you a thing, but you 
ſhall let it dwell darkly with you. 

I Lord. When you have ſpoken it, tis dead, and I am 
the grave of it. | 

2 Lord. He hath perverted a young gentlewoman here 
in Florence, of a moſt chaſte renown ; and this night he 
fleſhes his will in the ſpoil of her honour; he hath given 
her his monumental ring, and-thinks himſelf made in the 
unchaſte compoſition, | 

1 Lord. Now, God delay our rebellion; as we are our- 
ſelves, what things are we! "heh | 

3 2 Lord. 
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2 Lord. Merely our own traitors. And as in the com- 
mon courſe of all treaſons, we ſtill ſee them reveal them- 
ſelves, till they attain to their abhorr'd ends; ſo he, that 
in this action contrives againſt his own nobility, in his 
proper ſtream o'erflows himſelf. 

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us, to be trumpeters 
of our unlawful intents? We ſhall not then have his com- 
pany to-night ? 

2 Lord. Not till after midnight; for he is dieted to his 
hour. 

1 Lord. That approaches apace: I would gladly have 
him ſee his company anatomiz'd; that he might take a 
meaſure of his own judgements, wherein ſo curiouſly he 
had ſet this counterfeit, : 

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him till he come; 
for his preſence muſt be the whip of the other. 

x Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of theſe wars ? 

2 Lord. I hear, there 1s an overture of peace. 

1 Lord. Nay, I aſſure you, a peace concluded. 

2 Lord. What will count Rouſillon do then? will he 
travel higher, or return again into France? 

1 Lord. T perceive, by this demand, you are not altoge- 
ther of his council. 


2 Lord. Let it be forbid, ſir! fo mould I be a great 
deal of his act. 

1 Lord. Sir, his wife, forme two months ſince, fled 
from his houſe ; her pretence is a pilgrimage to Saint 
Jaques le grand ; which holy undertaking, with moſt auſ- 
tere ſanctimony, ſhe accompliſh'd: and, there refiding, 
the tenderneſs of her nature became as a prey to her grief; 


in fine, made a groan of her laſt breath, and now ſhe ſings 
in heaven. 


2 Lord. How is this juſtified ? 
3 Lord. The ſtronger part of it by her own letters; 
which 
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which makes her ſtory true, even to the point of her 
death: her death itſelf, which could not be her office to ſay, 
is come, was faithfully confirm'd by the rector of the place. 

2 Lord. Hath the count all this intelligence ? 

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point 
from point, to the full arming of the verity. 

2 Lord. J am heartily ſorry, that he'll be glad of this. 

1 Lord, How mightily, ſometimes, we make us comforts 
of our loſſes ! 

2 Lord, And how mightily, ſome other times, we drown 
our gain in tears! The great dignity, that his valour hath 
here acquired for him, ſhall at home be encounter'd with 
a ſhame as ample. 

1 Lord, The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, good 
and ill together: our virtues would be proud, if our 
faults whipp'd them not; and our crimes would deſpair, 
if they were not cheriſh'd by our virtues.— 


Enter a Servant, 


How now ? where's your maſter ? 

Serv. He met the duke in the ſtreet, fir, of whom he 
hath taken a ſolemn leave; his lordſhip will next morning 
for France. The duke bath offered him letters of com- 
mendations to the king. 

2 Lord. They ſhall be no more than needful there, if 
they were more than they can commend. 


Enter BERTRAM, 


1 Lord, They cannot he too ſweet for the king's tart- 


neſs. Here's his lordſhip now. How now, hs lord, is't 


not after midnight ? | 
Ber, I have to-night deſpatched fixteen bus neſſes, a 
F month's 
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month's length a-piece, by an abſtract of ſucceſs : I have 
conge'd with the duke, done my adieu with his neareſt ; 
buried a wife, mourn'd for her; writ to my lady mother, 
I am returning; entertain'd my convoy; and, between 
theſe main parcels of deſpatch, effected many nicer needs; 
the laſt was the greateſt, but that I have not ended yet. 

2 Lord. If the buſineſs be of any difficulty, and this 
morning your departure hence, it requires haſte of your 
lordſhip. | | 

Ber. T mean, the buſineſs 1s not ended, as fearing to 
hear of it hereafter : But ſhall we have this dialogue be- 
tween the fool and the ſoldier? Come, bring forth this 
counterfeit module; he has deceived me, like a double- 
meaning propheſier. 

2 Lord. Bring him forth: [ Exeunt Soldiers. ] he has fat 
in the ſtocks all night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber. No matter; his heels have deſerved it, in uſurping 
his ſpurs ſo long. How does he carry himſelf ? 

1 Lord. I have told your lordſhip already; the ſtocks 
carry him. But, to anſwer you as you would be under- 
ſtood ; he weeps, like a wench that had ſhed her milk, 


35 Math confeſs'd himſelf to Morgan, whom he ſuppoſes 


to be a friar, from the time of his remembrance, to this 
very inſtant diſaſter of his ſetting the ſtocks : : And what 
think you he hath confeſled ? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has he ? 

2 Lord. His confeſſion is taken, and it ſhall be read to 
his face: if your lordſhip be in't, as, I believe you are, 
you muſt have the patience to hear it, 


Re-enter Soldiers, with PAROLLES. 


Ber. A plague upon him! muffled! * can * nothing 
of me; ; luſh | huſh ! 


1 Lord, 
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1 Lord. Hoodman comes !— Porto tartaroſſa. 

1 Sold. He calls for the, tortures ; What will you ſay 

without em? | 

Par. I will confeſs what IL know without conftralac; if 
ye pinch me like a paſty, I can ſay no more. 

1 Sold, Boſko chimurc ho. 

2 Lord. Boblibindo chicurmurco. 

1 Sold. You are a merciful general: Our general bids 
you anſwer to what I ſhall aſk you out of a note. 

Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

1 Sold. Firſt demand of him how many horſe the duke is 

firong. What ſay you to that? 
Par, Five or fix thouſand ; but very weak and be. 
viceable : the troops are all ſcatter'd, and the commanders 
very poor rogues, upon my reputation. and credit, and as 
I hope to live. 
1 Sold. Shall I ſet down your anſwer ſo ? 
Par. Do; III take the ſacrament on't, how — which 
way you will. | 
Ber. All's one to i What a n en ſlave is 
this ! 
x Lord. You are FRE ET Þ my lord; this is monſieur 
Parolles, the gallant militariſt, (that was his own phraſe,) 
that had the whole theorick of war in the knot of his ſcarf, 
and the practice in the chape of his dagger. 
2 Lord. J will never truſt a man again, for keeping kis 
ſword clean ; nor believe he can have every thing in him, 
by wearing ils apparel neatly. 

1 Sold. Well, that's ſet down. 

Par. Five or ſix thouſand horſe, I ſaid, —I will fay 

true,—or thereabouts, ſet down,—for I'll ſpeak truth. 

1 Lord. He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't, in the nature he 
delivers it, | 


Par. 
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Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, ſay. 

1 Sold, Well, that's ſet down. | 

Par. IJ humbly thank you, fir: a truth's a truth, the 
rogues are marvellous poor. 

1 Sold. Demand of him, of what ſtrength they are a-foot. 
What ſay you to that ? 

Par. By my troth, fir, if I were to live this preſent 
hour, I will tell true. Let me ſee: Spurio a hundred 
and fifty, Sebaſtian ſo many, Corambus ſo many, Jaques 
ſo many; Guiltian, Coſmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, two 
hundred fifty each : mine own company, Chitopher, Vau- 
mond, Benti, two hundred and fifty each : ſo that the 
muſter- file, rotten and found, upon my life, amounts not 
to fifteen thouſand poll ; half of the which dare not ſhake 
the ſnow from off their caſſocks, leſt they ſkake themſelves 
to pieces. | 

Ber. What ſhall be done to him ? 

1 Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. Demand of 
him my conditions, and what credit I have with the duke. 

1 Sold. Well, that's ſet down. You ſball demand of him, 
twhether one Captain Dumain be i' the camp, a Frenchman z 
*what his reputation is with the duke, what his walour, honelly, 
and expertneſs in wars ; or whether he thinks, it were not 
palſible, with well-weighing ſums of gold, to corrupt him to 
a revolt, What ſay you to this? what do you know of it? 

Par, I beſeech you, let me anſwer to the particular of 
the interrgatories : Demand them ſingly. 

1 Sold. Do you know this captain Dumain ? 

Par. I know him: he was a botcher's *prentice in Paris, 
from whence he was whipp'd for getting the ſheriff's fool 
with child; a dumb innocent, that could not ſay him, 
Nay. [DUMAaIN {its up his hand in anger | 

Ber, Nay, by your leave, hold your hands; though I 
know, his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls. 

1 Sold. 
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1 Sold. Well, is this captain in the duke of Florence's 
camp? 

Par. Upon my knowledge, he is, and louſy. 

x Lord. Nay, look not ſo upon me; we ſhall hear of 
your lordſhip anon. 

x Sold. What is his reputation with the duke? 

Par. The duke knows him for no other but a poor of- 
ficer of mine; and writ to me this other day, to turn him 
out o' the band: I think, I have his letter in my pocket. 

1 Sold. Marry, we'll ſearch. 

Par. In good ſadneſs, I do not know ; either it is there, 
or it is upon a file, with the duke's other letters, in my 

tent. 
I Sold. Here tis; here's a paper; Shall I read it to you? 

Par. I do not know, if it be it, or no. 

Ber. Our interpreter does it well. 

1 Lord. Excellently. 

1 Sold. Dian. The count's a fool, and full of gold. 

Par. That is not the duke's letter, fir ; that is an ad- 
vertiſement to a proper maid in Florence, one Diana, to 
take heed of the allurement of one count Rouſillon, a fool- 
iſh idle boy, but, for all that, very ruttiſh: I pray you, 
ſir, put it up again. 

1 Sold. Nay, I'll read it firſt, by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in't, I proteſt, was very honeſt in 
the behalf of the maid : for I knew the young count to 
be a dangerous and laſcivious boy; who is a whale to vir- 
ginity, and devours up all the fry it finds, 

Ber. Damnable, both ſides rogue! 


1 Sold. When be ſwears oaths, bid him drop gold, and take it; 


After he ſcores „ he never pays the ſcore : 
Half wwon, is match well made; match, and well make 57 
He ne er pays after debts, als it before; | 


1 | Aud 
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1 And ſay, a ſoldier, Dian, told thee this, 

10 Men are to mell awith, boys are not to kiſs: 
For count of this, the count's a fool, I know it 
Who pays before, but not when he does obe it. 


_ | Thine, as be vob d to thee in thine ear. 


PAROLLES. 


Ber. He ſhall be whipp'd through the army, with this 
rhyme in his forehead. 
| | 2 Lord, This is your devoted friend, fir, the manifold 
4 lngwit, and the armipotent ſoldier, 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a ents and now 
| he's a cat to me. 

1 1 Sold, I perceive, fir, by the general's lake” we ſhall 
be fain to hang you. 

Par. My lite, fir, in any caſe: not that I am afraid to 
die ; but that, my offences being many, I would repent 
ont the remainder of nature : let me live, fir, in a dun- 
geon, 1'the ſtocks, or any where, ſo I may liye. 

1 Sold, We'll ſee what may be done, ſo you confeſs 
freely ; therefore, once more to this captain Dumain: 
You have anſwer'd to his reputation with the duke, and 
to his valour : What is his honeſty? 

Par. He will ſteal, fir, an egg out of a cloiſter; for 
rapes and raviſhments he parallels Neſſus. He profeſles 
not keeping of oaths; in breaking them, he is ſtronger 
than Hercules... He will he, fir, with ſuch volubility, 
that you would think truth were a fool: drunkenneſs is 
his beſt virtue; for he will be ſwine-drunk ; and in his 
ſleep he does little harm, fave to his bed-clothes about 
him ; but they know his conditions, and lay hun in ſtraw. 
J have but little more to ſay, fir, of his honeſty: he has 
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every thing that an honeſt man ſhould not have; what an 
honeſt man ſhould have, he has nothing. 

x Lord. I begin to love him for this. 

Ber, For this deſcription of thine honeſty ? A pox upon 
him for me, he is more and more a cat. 

1 Sold. What ſay you to his expertneſs in war? 

Par. Faith, fir, he has led the drum before the Engliſh 
tragedians,—to belie him, I will not,—and more of his 
ſoldierſhip I know not; except, in that country, he had 
the honour to be the officer at a place there call'd Mile- 
end, to inſtruct for the doubling of files: I would do 
the man what honour I can, but of this I am not certain. 

1 Lord. He hath out- villain'd villainy ſo far, that the 
rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on him! he's a cat ſtill. 

1 Sold. His qualities being at this poor price, I need 
not aſk you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt, 

Par. Sir, for a quart d'ecu be will ſell the fee- ſimple of 
his ſalvation, the inheritance of it; and cut the entail 
from all remainders, and a perpetual ſucceſſion for it per- 
petually. 

x Sold. What's his brother, the other captain Dumain ? 

2 Lord. Why does he aſk him of me? 

1 Sold. What's he 

Par. E'en a crow of the ſame neſt; not altogether ſo 
great as the firſt in goodneſs, but greater a great deal in 
evil. He excels his brother for a coward, yet his brother 
is reputed one of the beſt that is: In a retreat he out-runs 
any lackey ; marry, in coming on he has the cramp, 

1 Sold. If your life be ſaved, will you undertake to be- 
tray the Florentine? 
Par. Ay, and the captain of his horſe, count Rouſillon. 


1 Sold, I'll whiſper with the general, and know his 


pPleaſure. 


Pay. 
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Par. I'll no more drumming ; a plague of all drums! 
Only to ſeem to deſerve well, and to beguile the ſuppoſi- 
tion of that laſcivious young boy the count, have I run 
into this danger: Yet, who would have ſuſpected an am- 
buſh where I was taken ? I[Alde. 

1 Sold. There is no remedy, ſir, but you muſt die: the 
general ſays, you, that have ſo traiterouſly diſcovered the 
ſecrets of your army, and made ſuch peſtiferous reports of 
men very nobly held, can ſerve the world for no honeſt 
uſe ; therefore you muſt die. Come, headſman, off with 
his head; 

Par, O Lord, fir; let me live, or let me ſee my death ! 

1 Sold. That ſhall you, and take your leave of all your 
friends. Une him, 
So, look about you; Know you any here ? 

Ber. Good morrow, noble captain. 

2 Lord, God bleſs you, captain Parolles, 

1 Lord. God ſave you, noble. captain. 

2 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to my lord 
Lafeu? I am for France. 

1 Lord, Good captain, will you give me a copy of the 
ſonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the count Rouſillon ? 
an I were not a very coward, I'd compel it of you; but 

fare you well. [Exeunt BERTRAM, Lords, &c. 

1 Sold, You are undone, captain; all but your ſcarf, 
that has a knot on't yet. 

Par. Who cannot be cruſh'd with a plot? 

1 Sold. If you could find out a country where but wo- 
men were that had received ſo much ſhame, you might 
begin an impudent nation. Fare you well, fir; I am for 


France too; we ſhall ſpeak of you there. [ Exit, 


Par. Yet am I thankful: if my heart were great, 
Twould burſt at this: Captain I'll be no more; 
But I will eat and drink, and ſleep as ſoft 


As 
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As captain ſhall : ſimply the thing I am 

Shall make me live. Who knows himſelf a braggart, 

Let him fear this; for it will come to paſs, 

That every braggart ſhall be found an aſs. 

Ruſt, ſword ! cool, bluſhes! and, Parolles, live 

Safeſt in ſhame! being fool'd, by foolery thrive ! 

There's place, and means, for every man alive. | 
I'll after them. | [ Exit, 


SCENE IV. 


Florence. A Room in the Widow's Houſe. 


Enter HELENA, Widow, and DIANA. 


Hel. That you may well perceive I have not wrong'd 
you, 
One of the greateſt in the chriſtian world 
Shall be my ſurety ; *fore whoſe throne, *tis needful, 
Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel : 
Time was, I did him a deſired office, 
Dear almoſt as his life ; which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartar's boſom would peep forth, 
And anſwer, thanks: I duly am inform'd, | 
His grace is at Marſeilles ; to which place 
We have convenient convoy, You mult know, 
I am ſuppoſed dead: the army breaking, 
My huſband hies him home ; where, heaven aiding, 
And by the leave of my good lord the king, 
We'll be, before our welcome. 
Wid. Gentle madam, 
You never had a ſervant, to whoſe truſt | 
Your buſineſs was more welcome. 
Hel. | Nor you, miſtreſs, 
Ever 
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Ever a friend, whoſe thoughts more truly labour 
'To recompence your love ; doubt not, but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dower, 
As it hath fated her to be my motive 

And helper to a huſband. But O ſtrange men! 
That can ſuch ſweet uſe make of what they hate, 
When ſaucy truſting of the cozen'd thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night! ſo luſt doth play 

With what it loaths, for that which 1s away : 

But more of this hereafter ;—— You, Diana, 
Under my poor inſtructions yet mult ſuffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let death and honeſty 
Go with your impoſitions, I am yours | 
Upon your will to ſuffer. 

Hel. | Yet, I pray you. 
But with the word, the time will bring on ſummer, 
When briars ſhall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as ſweet as ſharp. We muſt away ; 

Our waggon is prepar*d, and time revives us: 
All's avell that ends well: ſtill the fine's the crown; 
Whate'er the courſe, the end is the renown, [ Exeunt. 


A 
SCENE V. 


Rouſillon. A Room in the Counteſs's Palace. 


Enter Counteſs, LAFEU, and Clown. 


Laf. No, no, no, your ſon was miſled with a ſnipt- 
taffata fellow there; whoſe villainous ſaffron would have 
made all the unbaked and doughy youth of a nation in his 
colour: your daughter-in-law had been alive at this hour; 

| and 
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and your ſon here at home, more advanced by the king, 
than by that red-tail'd humble-bee I ſpeak of. 

Count. I would, I had not known him! it was the death 
of the moſt virtuous gentlewoman, that ever nature had 
praiſe for creating : if ſhe had partaken of my fleth, and 
coſt me the deareſt groans of a mother, I could not have 
owed her a more rooted love. 

Loaf. Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady: we may 
pick a thouſand fallads, ere we light on ſuch another herb. 

Clo. Indeed, fir, ſhe was the ſweet-marjoram of the 
ſallad, or, rather the herb of grace. 

Laf. They are not ſallad-herbs, you knave, they are 
noſe-herbs, 


Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, fir, I have not much 
{kill in graſs. 


Loaf. Whether doſt thou profeſs thyſelf; a knave, or a 
fool ? 


Clo. A fool, ſir, at a woman's ſervice, and a knave at 
a man's, 

Laf. Your diſtinction ? 

Cl. I would cozen the man of his YAY and do his ſer- 
VICE, 

Laf. So you were a knave at his ſervice; indeed. 

Clo. And I would give his wife my bauble, fir, to do 
her ſervice. 

Laf. I will ſubſcribe for thee ; thou art both knave and 
fool. 

Ch. At your ſervice. 

Laf. No, no, no. 

Cl. Why, fir, if I cannot ſerve you, I can | __ as 
great a prince as you are. 

Laf. Who's that? a Frenchman! ? 

Ch. Faith, fir, he has an Engliſh name; but his phiſ- 
nomy 1s more hotter in France, than there, 


8 Laf. 
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82 Axx's WELL THAT ENDS WELL, Act iv. 

Laß. What prince is that? 

C. The black prince, fir, alias, the prince of dark- 
neſs; lis, the devil. | 

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purſe: I give thee not this 
to !uggeit thee from thy maſter thou talk'ſt of; ſerve him 
ftill, | 

Clo, T am 2 woodland fellow, fir, that always loved a 
great fire; and the maſter I ſpeak of, ever keeps a good 
fire. Burt, ſure, he is the prince of the world, let his no- 
bility remain in his court. I am for the houſe with the 
narrow gate, which I take to be too little for pomp to 
enter: ſoine, that humble themſelves, may; but the many 
will be too chill! and tender; and they'll be for the flowery 
way, that leads to the broad gate, and the great fire. 

Laſ. Go thy ways, I begin to be a-weary of thee; and 
I tell thee ſo before, becauſe I would not fall out with 
thee. Co thy ways; let my horſes be well look'd to, 
without any tricks. 

C If I put any tricks upon 'em, fir, they ſhall be 
jades* tricks; which are their own right by the law of 
nature. [ Exit, 

Lnf. A ſhrewd knave, and an unhappy. 

Count, So he is. My lord, that's gone, made himſelf 
much ſport out of him : by his authority he remains here, 
which he thinks is a patent for his ſaucineſs; and, indeed, 
he has no pace, but runs where he will. 

Lof. I like him well; 'tis not amiſs: and I was about 
to tell you, Since I heard of the good lady's death, and 
that my lord your ſon was upon his return home, I moyed 


the king my malter, to ſpeak in the behalf of my daugh- 


ter; which, in the minority of them both, his majeſty, 
out of a ſelf-gracious remembrance, did firit propoſe ; his 
highneſs hath promiſed me to do it: and, to ſtop up the 

3 | diſpleaſure 
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diſpleaſure he hath conceived againſt your ſon, there 1s 
no fitter matter. How does your ladyſhip like it? 

Count. With very much content, my lord, and I with 
it happily effected, 

Laf. His highneſs comes poſt from Marſeilles, of as 
able body as when he number'd thirty; he will be here 
to-morrow, or I am deceived by him that in ſuch intel- 
ligence hath ſeldom fail'd. 

Count. It rejoices me, that I hope I ſhall ſee him ere I 
die. I have letters, that my ſon will be here to night: I 
ſhall beſeech your lordſhip, to remain with me till they 
meet together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking, with what manners I 
might ſafely be admitted, 

Count. You need but plead your honourable privilege, 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter; but, I 
thank my God, it holds yet, 


Re-enter Clown. 


Clo. O madam, yonder's my lord your ſon with a patch 
of velvet on's face: whether there be a ſcar under it, or 
no, the velvet knows; but *tis a goodly patch of velvet: 


his left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a half, but 


his right cheek is worn bare, 

Laf. A ſcar nobly got, or a noble ſcar, is a good livery 
of honour : ſo, belike, is that. 

Clo. But it is your carbonado'd face. 

| Laf. Let us go ſee your ſon, I pray you; 1 long ta 
talk with the young noble ſolder. 

Clo. Faith, there's a dozen of 'em, with delicate fine 
hats, and moſt courteous feathers, which bow the head, 
and nod at every man, [ Exeunt, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


— — 
— — — 


Marſeilles. A Street, 


Enter HELENA, Widow, and DIANA, with two Attendants. 


Hel. But this exceeding poſting, day and night, 
Mult wear your ſpirits low: we cannot help it; 
But, ſince you have made the days and nights as one, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 

Be bold, you do ſo grow in my requital, 
As nothing can unroot you, In happy time 


Enter a gentle Aſtringer. 


This man may help me to his majeſty's ear, 
If he would ſpend his power.—God fave you, fir. 

Gent. And you. 

Hel. Sir, J have ſeen you in the court of France. 

Gent, I have been ſometimes there. 

Hel. I do preſume, fir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodneſs ; 
And therefore, goaded with moſt ſharp occaſions, 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The uſe of your own virtues, for the which 
I ſhall continue thankful. 

Gent, What's your will! 

Hel. That it will pleaſe yon 
To give this poor petition to the king; 

And aid me with that ſtore of power you have, 
To come into his preſence. 
Gent, The king's not here. 


Fg 


Hel, 
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Hel. Not here, fir ? 

Gent. Not, indeed: 
He hence remov'd laſt night, and with more haſte 
Than is his uſe. 

Mid. Lord, how we loſe our pains ! 

Hel. All's well that ends well, yet; 

Though time ſeem ſo adverſe, and means unfit.— 
I do beſeech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Rouſillon; : 
Whither I am going. 

Hel. I do beſeech you, fir, 

Since you are like to ſee the king before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand ; 
Which, I preſume, ſhall render you no blame, 
But rather make you thank your pains for it: 

I will come after you, with what good ſpeed 
Our means will make us means. 

Gent. This I'll do for you. 

Hel. And you ſhall find yourſelf to be well thank'd, 
Whate'er falls more. We muſt to horſe again; 


Go, go, provide. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


Rouſillon. The inner Court of the Counteſs's Palace. 


Enter Clown and PAROLLES. 


Par. Good monſieur Lavatch, give my lord Lafeu this 
letter : I have ere now, fir, been b:tter known to you, 
when I have held familiarity with freſher clothes ; but I 
am now, fir, muddied in fortune's moat, and ſmell ſome- 
what ſtrong of her ſtrong diſpleaſure. 

Ch, Truly, fortune's diſpleaſure is but fluttiſh, if it 
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ſmell fo ſtrong as thou ſpeak*ſt of: I will henceforth eat 
no fiſh of fortune's buttering. Pr'ythee, allow the wind. 

Far. Nay, you need not to ſtop your noſe, fir; I ſpake 
but by a metaphor. 

Clo. Indeed, fir, if your metaphor ſtink, I will top my 
noſe; or againſt any man's metaphor. Pr'ythee, get thee 
turther. | 

Par. Pray you, fir, deliver me this paper. 

Clo. Foh, pr'ytliee, ftand away; A paper from for- 


tune's cloſe-ſtool to give to a nobleman! Look here he 
comes himſelf, 


Euter LAFEU. 


Here is a pur of fortune's, fir, or of fortune's cat, (but 
not a muik-cat,) that has fallen into the unclean fiſhpond 
of her diſpleaſure, and, as he ſays, is muddied withal : 
Pray you, fir, uſe the carp as you may; for he looks like 
a poor, decay'd, ingenious, fooliſh, raſcally knave. I 
do pity his diſtreſs in my ſmiles of comfort, and leave him 
to your lordſhip. [Exit Clown, 

Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath cruelly 
ſcratch'd. | 

Laf. And what would you have me to do? *tis too 
lite to pare her nails now. Wherein have you play'd the 
knave with fortune, that ſhe ſhould ſcratch you, who of 
herſelf is a good lady, and would not have knaves thrive 
long under her? There's a quart d'ecu for you: Let the 
juſtices make you and fortune friends; I am for other 
buſineſs. | 8 


Par. I beſeech your honour, to hear me one fingle 
word. | 


Laf. You beg a ſingle penny more: come, you ſhall 
ha't; fave your word. | | 


Par, 
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Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one word then. - Cox' my 
paſſion ! give me your hand :—How does your drum ? 

Par. O my good lord, you were the firſt that found 


me. 


_ Lof. Was I, in ſooth? and I was the firſt that loſt thee. 
Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in ſome 
grace, for you did bring me out, a 
Laf. Out upon thee, knave! doſt thou put upon me 
at once both the office of God and the devil? one brings 
thee in grace, and the other brings thee out. [Trumpets 
ſound.) The king's coming, I know by his trumpets.— 
Sirrah, inquire further after me; I had talk of you laſt 


night : though you are a fool and a knave, you ſhall eat; 
&0 to, follow. 


Par, I praiſe God for you. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


The ſame, A Room in the Countels's Palace. 


Flouriſh, Enter King, Counteſs, Larevu, Lords, 
Gentlemen, Guards, &c. 


King. We loſt a jewel of her; and our eſteem 
Was made much poorer by it: but your fon, 
As mad in folly, lack'd the ſenſe to know 
Her eſtimation home. 

Count. Tis paſt, my liege: 
And I beſeech your majeſty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done 1'the blaze of youth ; 
When oil and fire, too ſtrong for reaſon's force, 
O'erbears it, and burns on. 

King. My honour'd lady, 

5 G 4 I have 
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J have forgiven and forgotten all; 
Though my revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch'd the time to ſhoot, | 
Laf. | This I muſt fay,—— 
But firſt I beg my pardon, — The young lord 
Did to his majeſty, his mother, and his lady, 
Offence of mighty note; but to himſelf . 
The greateſt wrong of all: he loſt a wife, 
Whoſe beauty did aſtoniſh the ſurvey 
Of richeſt eyes ; whoſe words all ears took captive ; 
Whoſe dear perfection, hearts that ſcorn'd to ſerve, 
Humbly call'd miſtreſs. 
King, Praiſing what is loſt, 
Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him hi- 
ther: 
We are reconcil'd, and the firſt view ſhall kill 
All repetition :—Let him not aſk our pardon; 
The nature of this great offence 1s dead, 
And deeper than oblivion we do bury 
The incenſing relicks of it: let him approach, 
A ſtranger, no offender : and inform him, 
So *tis our will he ſhould. | | 
Gent, | I ſhall, my liege. 
FE [Exit Gentleman. 
King. What ſays he to your daughter? have you ſpoke? 
Laf. All that he 1s hath reference to your highneſs. 
King. Then ſhall we have a match. I have letters ſent 
me, | 
That ſet him high in fame. 


Enter BERTRAM. 


Laf. He looks well on't, 
King, J am not a day of ſeaſon, 


For 
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For thou may'ſt ſee a ſun- ſhine and a hail 
In me at once: But to the brighteſt beams 
Diſtracted clouds give way; ſo ſtand thou forth, 
The time 1s fair again, 


Der. | My high-repented blames, 
Dear ſovereign, pardon to me, 
King. All is whole; 


Not one word more of the conſumed time. 
Let's take the inſtant by the forward top; 
For we are old, and on our quick'ſt decrees 
The inaudible and noiſeleſs foot of time 
| Steals ere we can effect them: You remember 
The daughter of this lord? 

Ber. Admiringly, 
My liege: At firſt 
I tuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durſt make too bold a herald of my tongue : 
Where the impreſſion of mine eye infixing, 
Contempt his ſcornful perſpective did lend me, 
Which warp'd the line of every other favour; 
Scorn'd a faig colour, or expreſs'd it ſtol'n; 
Extended or contracted all proportions, 
To a moſt hideous object: Thence it came, | 
That ſhe, whom all men prais'd, and whom myſelf, 
Since I have loſt, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The duſt that did offend it. 0 

King. Well excus'd: 
That thou didſt love her, ſtrikes ſome ſcores away 
From the great compt: But love, that comes too late, 
Like a remorſeful pardon ſlowly carried, 
To the great ſender turns a ſour offence, 
Crying, That's good that's gone: our raſh faults 
Make trivial price of ſerious things we have, 
Not knowing them, until we know their grave: 

| | Oft 
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Oft our diſpleaſures, to ourſelves unjuſt, 
Deſtroy our friends, and after weep their duſt: 
Our own love waking cries to ſee what's done, 
While ſhameful hate ſleeps out the afternoon. 
Be this ſweet Helen's knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudhn 
The main confents are had ; and here we'll ſtay 
To ſee our widower's ſecond marriage-day. 

Count. Which better than the firſt, O dear heaven, bleſs ! 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, ceafe! 

Laf. Come on, my ſon, in whom my houſe's name 
Mult be digeſted, give a favour from you, 
To ſparkle in the ſpirits of my daughter, 
That the may quickly come. — By my old beard, 
And every hair that's on't, Helen, that's dead, 
Was a ſweet creature; ſuch a ring as this, 
The laſt that e'er I took her leave at court, 


I ſaw upon her finger. 


Ber. Hers it was not. 

King. Now, pray you, let me ſee it ; for mine eye, 
While I was ſpeaking, oft was faſten'd to't.,— 
This ring was mine; and, when I gave it Helen, 
I bade her, if her fortaics ever ſtood 


Neceſſitied to help, that by this token 


I would relieve her: Had you that craft, to reave her 
Of what ſhould ſtead her moſt ? 


Ber. My gracious ſovereign, 


Howe'er it pleaſes you to take it fo, 


The ring was never hers, 
Count. Son, on my life, 
I have ſeen her wear it; and ſhe reckon'd it 


At her life's rate. 


Laf. lam ſure, I ſaw her wear it. 
Ber, You are deceiv'd, my lord, ſhe never ſaw it: 


In 
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In Florence was it from a caſement thrown me, 
Wrapp'd in a paper, which contain'd the name 
Off her that threw it : noble ſhe was, and thought 
I ſtood ingag'd : but when I had ſubſcrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not anſwer in that courſe of honour 
As ſhe had made the overture, ſhe ceas'd, 
In heavy ſatisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King. Plutus himſelf, 
That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in nature's myſtery more ſcience, 
Than I have in this ring: *twas mine, twas Helen's, 
Whoever gave it you: Then, if you know 
That you are well acquainted with yourſelf, 
Confeſs *twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her: ſhe call'd the ſaints to ſurety, 
That ſhe would never put it from her finger, 
Unleſs ſhe gave it to yourſelf in bed, | 
(Where you have never come, ) or ſent it us 
Upon her great diſaſter, | 

Ber. She never ſaw it, 

King. Thou ſpeak'ſt it falſely, as I love mine honour ; 
And mak'ſt conjectural fears to come into me, 
Which I would fain ſhut out: If it ſhould prove 
That thou art ſo inhuman, —'twill not prove ſo ;— 
And yet I know not :—thou didſt hate her deadly, 
And ſhe is dead ; which nothing, but to cloſe 
Her eyes myſelf, could win me to believe, 
More than to ſee this ring.—Take him away.— 

| [ Guards ſeize BERTRAM, 

My fore-paſt proofs, howe'er the matter fall, 
Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 


Having 


92 ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL, Ad v. 


Having vainly fear'd too little.— Away with him j— * 
We'll aft this matter further. 
Ber. If you ſhall prove 
This ring was ever hers, you ſhall as eaſy 
Prove that I huſbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet ſhe never was. [Exit BERTRAM, guarded. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


King. I am wrapp'd in diſmal thinkings. 

Gent. Gracious ſovereign, 
Whether I have been to blame, or no, I know not; 
Here's a petition from a Florentine, 

Who hath, for four or five removes, come ſhort 
To tender it herſelf. I undertook it, 
Vanquiſh'd thereto by the fair grace and ſpeech 
Of the poor ſuppliant, who by this, I know, 

Is here attending: her buſineſs looks in her 
With an importing viſage; and ſhe told me, 

In a ſweet verbal grief, 1t did concern 

Your highneſs with herſelf. 


King. [Reads. ]J—Upor his many proteſtations to marry me, 
when his wife was dead, I bluſh to ſay it, he won me. Now 
is the count Rouſillon a widower ; his vows are forfeited to me, 
and my honour”s paid to him. He ſtole from Florence, taking 
no leave, and I follow him to his country for juſtice: Grant it 
me, O king; in you it beft lies; otherwiſe a  ſeducer flouriſhes, 
and a poor maid is undone. 

DiANA CAPULET. 


Laf. I will buy me a ſon-in- uw! in a fair, and toll him: 
for this, I'll none of him. | 
King. The heavens bave thought well on thee, Lafeu, 
6 To 
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To bring forth this diſcovery.— Seek theſe ſuitors ;— 
Go, ſpeedily, and bring again the count. 
[Exeunt Gentleman, and ſome Attendants. 
I am afeard, the life of Helen, lady, 
Was foully ſnatch'd. 
Count. Now, juſtice on the doers! 


* 


Enter BERTRAM, guarded, 


King. I wonder, fir, ſince wives are monſters to you, 
And that you fly them as you ſwear them lordſhip, 
Yet you deſire to marry.— What woman's that? 


Re-enter Gentleman, with Widow, and DIANA. 


Dia. I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 

Derived from the ancient Capulet ; 

My ſuit, as I do underſtand, you know, 

And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 
Wid. J am her mother, fir, whoſe age and honour 

Both ſuffer under this complaint we bring, 

And both ſhall ceaſe, without your remedy. 
King, Come hither, count; Do you know theſe women ? 
Ber. My lord, I neither can, nor will deny 

But that I know them: Do they charge me further? 
Dia. Why do you look ſo ſtrange upon your wite ? 
Ber. She's none of mine, my lord, 
Dia. If you ſhall marry, 

You give away this hand, and that is mine; 

You give away heaven's vows, and thoſe are mine; 

Vou give away myſelf, which is known mine; 

For I by vow am ſo embodied yours, 

That ſhe, which marries you, mull marry me, 

Either both, or none, 
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Laf. Your reputation [To BERTRAM.] comes too ſhort 
for my daughter, you are no huſband for her. 

Ber. My lord, this is a fond and deſperate creature, 
Whom ſometime J have laugh'd with: let your highneſs 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour, 

Than for to think that I would ſink it here. 
King, Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to friend, 
Till your deeds gain them: Fairer prove your honour, 
Than in my thought it lies! 
Dia. Good my lord, 
Aſk him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 

King. What ſay*it thou to her? 

Ber. She's impudent, my lord 
And was a common gameſter to the camp. 

Dia. He does me wrong, my lord; if I were ſo, 

He might have bought me at a common price: 
Do not believe him: O, behold this ring, 
Whoſe high reſpect, and rich validity, 

Did lack a parallel ; yet, for all that, 

He gave it to a commoner o'the camp, 

If I be one. : 

Count. He bluſhes, and *tis it : 

Of ſix preceding anceſtors, that gem 

Conferr'd by teſtament to the ſequent iſſue, 

Hath it been ow'd, and worn. This is his wife; 
That ring's a thouſand proofs. | 

King. Methought, you ſaid, 
You ſaw one here in court could witneſs it. 

Dia. I did, my lord, but loth am to produce 
So bad an inſtrument ; his name's Parolles. 

Laf. I ſaw the man to-day, if man he be. 

King. Find him, and bring him hither. 

Ber. . What of him? 

He's 


Ad v. ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL, 95 


He's quoted for a moſt perfidious ſlave, 
With all the ſpots o'the world tax'd and deboih'd ; 
Whoſe nature ſickens, but to ſpeak a truth: 
Am I or that, or this, for what he'll utter, 
That will ſpeak any thing ? 
Keg: She hath that ring of yours, 
Ber. I think, ſhe has: certain it is, I lik'd her, 
And boarded her i'the wanton way of youth: 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle for me, 
Madding my eagerneſs with her reſtraint, 
As all impediments in fancy's courſe 
Are motives of more fancy; and, in fine, 
Her inſuit coming with her modern grace, 
Subdued me to her rate: ſhe got the ring; 
And I had that, which any inferior might 
At market- price have bought. 
Dia. I muſt be patient; 
You, that turn'd off a firſt ſo noble wife, 
May juſtly diet me. I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, I will loſe a huſband,) 
Send for your ring, I will return 1t home, 
And give me mine again. 


Ber. J have it not. 
King. What ring was yours, I pray you ? 
Dia. Sir, much like 


The ſame upon your finger. 
King. Know you this ring? this ring was his of late. 
Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a- bed. 
King. The ſtory then goes falſe, you threw it him 
Out of a caſement. 
Dia. I have ſpoke the truth. 


Enter PAROLLES. 
Ber, My lord, I do confeſs, the ring was hers. 


King, 
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King. You boggle ſhrewdly, every n ſtarts YOU, — 
Ts this the man you ſpeak of ? 

Dia. Ay, my nk, 

King. Tell me, but, firrah, tell me true, I charge you, 
Not fearing the diſpleaſure of your maſter, 

(Which, on your juſt proceeding, I'll keep ꝗff,) 
By him, and by this woman here, what know you ? 

Par. So pleaſe your majeſty, my maſter hath been an 
honourable gentleman ; tricks he hath had in him, which 
gentlemen have. 

King. Come, come, to the purpoſe : Did he love this 
woman ? | 

Par. *Faith, fir, he did love her; But how! ? 

King, How, I pray you? 

Par. He did love her, a7. as a gentleman loves a wo- 
man. 

King. How 1s that ? 

Par. He loved her, ſir, and loved her not. 

King. As thou art a knave, and no knave ;— What an 
equivocal companion is this ? 

Par. I am a poor man, and at your majeſty's command. 

Laf. He's a good drum, my lord, but a naughty orator, 

Dia. Do you know, he promiſed me marriage ? 

Par. Faith, I know more than T'll ſpeak. 

King. But wilt thou not ſpeak all thou know'ſ ? 

Par. Yes, ſo pleaſe your majeſty; I did go between 
them, as I ſaid; but more than that, he loved her,—for, 
indeed, he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan, and of 
limbo, and of furies, and I know not what : yet I was in 
that credit with them at that time, that I knew of their 
going to bed; and of other motions, as promiſing her - 
marriage, and Wings that would derive me illwill to ſpeak 
of, therefore I will not ſpeak what I know. | 

King. Thou haſt ſpoken all already, unleſs thou canſt 


ſay 
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ſay they are married: But thou art too fine in thy evi- 
dence: therefore ſtand aſide.— 


This ring, you ſay, was yours? 
Dia. Ay, my good lord. 


King. Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you? 
Dia. It was not given me, nor I did not buy it. 
King. Who lent it you? 


Dia. It was not lent me neither. 
King. Where did you find it then ? 
Dia. | I found it not. 


King. If it were yours by none of all theſe ways, 
How could you give it him? 
Dia. I never gave it him. 
Laf. This woman's an eaſy glove, my lord ; ſhe goes 
off and on at pleaſure. 
King. This ring was mine, I gave it his firſt wife, 
Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for aught I know. 
King. Take her away, I do not like her now; 
To priſon with her: and away with bim.— 
Unleſs thou tell'ſt me where thou hadſt this ring, 
Thou dieſt within this hour. 


Dia. | I'll never tell you. 
King. Take her away. 
Dia. I'll put in bail, my liege. 


King. IT think thee now ſome common cuſtomer. 
Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, twas you. | 
King. Wherefore haſt thou accus'd him all this while? 
Dia. Becauſe he's guilty, and he is not guilty; 
He knows, I am no maid, and he'll ſwear to't : 
I'll ſwear, I am a maid, and he knows not. 
Great king, I am no ftrumpet, by my life ; 
I am either maid, or elſe this old man's wife, 
[Pointing to LAFEU. 


King. She does abuſe our ears; to priſon with her. 
H Dia. 
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Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. — Stay, royal fir 
[ Exit Widow. 
The jeweller, that owes the ring, is ſent for, 
And he ſhall ſurety me. But for this lord, 
Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himſelf, 
Though yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him: 
He knows himſelf, my bed he hath defil'd ; 
And at that time he got his wife with child : 
Dead though ſhe be, ſhe feels her young one kick ; 
So there's my riddle, One, that's dead, is quick : 
And now behold the meaning. 


Re-enter Widow, with HELENA. 


King. Is there no exorciſt 
Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ? 


Is't real, that I ſee ? 
Hel. No, my good lord; 
*Tis but the ſhadow of a wife you ſee, 
The name, and not the thing. 
Ber. Both, both; O, pardon ! 
Hel. O, my good lord, when I was like this maid, 
I found you wond'rous kind. There is your ring, 
And, Jook you, here's your letter ; This it ſays, 
When from my finger you can get this ring, 
And are by me with child, &c,-This is done: 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 
Ber. If ſhe, my liege, can make me know this clearly, 
I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 
Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce ſtep between me and you l— 
O, my dear mother, do I ſee you living ? 
Laf. Mine eyes ſmell onions, I ſhall weep anon :— 
Good Tom Drum, [To PAROLLE3,] lend me a handker- 


$ chief: 
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chief: So, I thank thee; wait on me home, I'll make 
ſport with thee : Let thy courteſies alone, they are ſcurvy 
ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this ſtory know, 
To make the even truth in pleaſure flow: 
If thou beſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, [To DIAMA. 
Chooſe thou thy huſband, and I'll pay thy dower ; 
For I can gueſs, that, by thy honeſt aid, 
Thou kept'ſt a wife herſelf, thyſelf a maid.— 
Of that, and all the progreſs, more and leſs, 
Reſolvedly more leiſure ſhall expreſs : N 
All yet ſeems well; and, if it end ſo meet, 
The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweet. [Floxrifh. 


Advancing. 


The king's a beggar, now the play is done : 
All is well ended, i this ſuit be won, 
That you expreſs content ; which wwe will pay, 
With ſtrife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day: 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts; 
Teur gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts, [Extuxt. 
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